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DJUSTINE: TALES OF THE TWISTED WEST 


FADE IN: 


EXT. MOUNTAINOUS DESERT - DAWN - ESTABLISHING 


Massive. Rugged. 


SUPER: 1871 - THE OLD WEST 


EXT. OPEN DESERT 


An iron locomotive of the period crosses the vista. Just an 
engine with a tender and three smallish passenger cars. They 
each have red/white/blue political banners. Rear car has a 
Sign: JED YOUNG STATE SENATE. Back of this car has an added 
whistle stop balcony, for speeches. Four rifle-armed TRAIN 
GUARDS ride the roofs of the last two cars. 


INT. JED’S PERSONAL TRAIN CAR 


Middle of the three passenger cars, elegant but efficient. 
JED YOUNG, 45—modest good looks with sinister edge—sits in 
a window seat with coffee and a big cigar. Jed has an unusual 
platinum necklace around his neck, a contrast with his fancy 
politician’s attire. The ends of the chain disappear under 
his vest. 


Curled next to Jed is a MEXICAN PROSTITUTE, 24, a high-dollar 
girl with noticeable bruise on her cheek. Her open-eye stare 
tells us she’s dead. Jed watches the landscape rolling 
outside, casually finishes his coffee. 


JED 
Clark! 


From the rear compartment steps one of Jed’s AIDES, Clark, 
28, formal and upbeat. He carries an accounting ledger anda 
cup of coffee. 


JED (CONT'D) 
Get her outta here. 


Clark is annoyed but not surprised. 


CLARK 
Of course, Jed. 


From the doorway behind Clark steps a dapper PRESS AGENT, 
HORN, 35. 


HORN 
Jed, is the speech, uh— 
(sees dead girl) 
Oh. 


JED 
Horn, another delicious coffee, 
please. But give Clark a quick 
hand, will you? 


Clark and Horn get on with it. 


EXT. MOVING TRAIN - MORNING 


The town of Bukata, just a handful of buildings, is visible 
in the near distance. The train heads toward it. 


Back door of the last passenger car opens, the nude body of 
the prostitute is tossed off the train by Clark and Horn. She 
bounces off the tracks and down the embankment. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. DESERT PLAINS - MORNING 

A stagecoach with a DUSTY DRIVER and SHOTGUN RIDER speeds 
down a dirt road, an obscured PASSENGER in the coach. 

EXT. OUTSKIRTS OF BUKATA 

The stagecoach approaches. The town has a hotel and a few 
other buildings. The train tracks and platform run adjacent. 
EXT. BUKATA CENTRAL 

The stagecoach speeds into town. There’s a gathering of 
excited TOWNSPEOPLE here, perhaps 40 souls. Banners and 
posters announce state senate candidate Jed Young’s whistle 
stop. Jed’s train arrives in the b.g., slows as it enters. 
The crowd cheers, the train’s whistle sounds over and over. 


EXT. GRAND HOTEL 


Hardly grand. Small, two-story, manicured. The stagecoach 
speeds to a stop here. 


A woman, 30, steps from the coach. She’s 6’ tall, ina 
weathered black leather duster and bustier, black straight- 
brim cowboy hat, amazing cowboy boots, black leather pants, 
brown leather belt, and crafted holsters with two Walker .44 
revolvers. She carries a small suitcase. 


This is Djustine. Her hair is long, straight and blonde. Two 
thick tails of her hair are braided near the left side of her 
head. She stands like a statue, scans Bukata end to end. She 
has a presence not to be tampered with, intimidating, quite 
ruggedly beautiful. 


DUSTY DRIVER 
Have fun, ma’am! 


Djustine (aka “DJ”) doesn’t respond. The driver whips his 
team and the stagecoach blazes off, reveals a NATIVE AMERICAN 
MAN, 44, across the street. 


The Native man sits outside a stable with two horses tied in 

front of him, a Paint and a Dun. He’s dressed in all rawhide, 
with a headband from a single black cord. He’s mean-looking, 

not unattractive. He swigs whiskey from a pocket flask. 


DJ senses him, turns. She regards the man coldly, turns and 
enters the hotel. 


INT. HOTEL 


DJ crosses the lobby. Picture windows run its length, 
affording views of the entire street plus the nearby train 
tracks. Through them we see Jed’s train come to a stop at the 
b.g. platform, with only the rear car remaining visible. 


At the hotel desk stands a short older man, THE MANAGER, 63, 
nervous. DJ walks directly to the desk, stands in front of 
him. She gives a faint smile, the manager looks down through 
his register, finds an entry. 


MANAGER 
Single female, second floor, one 
bed. 
(hands the key) 
Four-oh-two. 


She takes the key. He turns the register toward her. She 
looks at it, makes a signing motion with her hand. He 
nervously rummages behind the desk, pulls a fountain pen, 
hands it to her. She seems amused as she scribbles on the 
register, half-looking at the manager as she does. 


DI 
Why’s it 402 when you only got two 
floors? 

MANAGER 
They do it that way in Paris, 
ma’am. 

DI 


Don’t quite remember it like that, 
but a charming contrivance, 
nonetheless. 


She finishes, walks away toward the 2nd floor stairs. 
MANAGER 
We got coffee and sweet rolls in 


the mornin’! Best in town! 


DJ touches the brim of her hat, continues up the stairs. 


INT. HOTEL HALLWAY 


DJ looks for “402”. She finds it, enters... 


INT. HOTEL ROOM 
..-where she moves immediately to the window, opens it. 


POV: DJ examines Jed’s train. The energetic crowd from 
previous now surrounds the last car. The four train guards 
are on the roofs of the cars, watching all. One of the train 
guards on the middle car motions to those on the rear. The 
rear guards drop to the ground and take station just away 
from the rear car’s whistle stop podium. 


BACK TO: DJ puts her suitcase on a table, opens it. Inside is 
a formidable Sharps rifle, partly disassembled. DJ pulls the 
Sharps’ barrel, looks down the shaft. 

INT. JED’S PERSONAL TRAIN CAR 

Jed’'s alone, puffing s cigar. He looks out an open window at 
the small crowd. Chants of “Jed knock ‘em dead!” rise and 
ascend. He walks through the small car, enters... 


INT. REAR TRAIN CAR 


Sparse here, with two curtained windows on either side, both 
open for air. 
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Jed walks to a fancy wall mirror. He looks at himself, puts 
his cigar in an ashtray but doesn’t put it out. 


JED 
I, Senator. 


He pulls the platinum necklace chain from his vest. At the 
end of the chain is a talisman, perhaps the size of a coin 
dollar. Strange symbols cover it— a coarse locket of jet 
black, wiry hair is bound to the talisman by perfectly 
fashioned silver strands. 


Jed holds the talisman, closes his eyes in deep thought. He 
opens his eyes, smiles at himself in the mirror. Chants of 

“Jed knock ‘em dead!” still issue from the crowd. He tucks 

the talisman back into his jacket, adjusts. 


EXT. REAR CAR “BALCONY” 


The small, charged crowd is kept away from the car by the 
presence of the two train guards. Clark and Horn emerge from 
the rear door, the crowd reacts. Horn motions for silence. 


HORN 
Ladies and gentlemen of Bukata! 
Without further ado, your next 
state senator, Jed Young! 


The crowd loses it. A trio of MUSICIANS on drum, cymbal, and 
horn strike an amateur flourish. Jed emerges, a peaceful and 
serene energy about him. He scans the crowd, Clark and Horn 
take places on either side of him. 


Jed motions for silence. The crowd quiets immediately. 


JED 
I’m Jed Young. And I love you all. 
(crowd cheers) 
I’ve come to your town because I 
want to help. I want your vote this 
election, and— 


INT. DJ’S HOTEL ROOM 


DJ completes the Sharps rifle assembly, loads cartridges 
(bullets). As Jed is heard AD LIB speaking O.S. with cheers 
punctuating, DJ moves to the window. She assess the scene in 
a pro and studious manner, puts the Sharps to her cheek. 


She lines a practice shot on the top-left train guard, then 
tracks to the top-right guard, then to the two ground-based 
guards. From her expression, this will be difficult. 
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She shrugs it off, exhales, turns to ice. She lines the top- 
left train guard... 


EXT. REAR CAR BALCONY 


JED 
Friends, we have good works to do 
together. My love for this land, 
for you, will drive us ever 
forward. We will succeed in— 


BANG! 
Upper-left train guard is killed and blown off the rooftop. 
BANG! 


Upper-right train guard goes flying, dead. Crowd panics. Jed, 
Clark, and Horn turn to run. 


BANG! 


One of the ground based guards takes a hit in the head, the 
blood splatters slightly on Jed’s nice suit. He’s shocked by 
this, pauses for a beat as the last remaining train guard 
desperately looks for the sniper. 


Jed dashes back inside the train car and slams the door 
behind, leaves Clark and Horn trapped outside. The pair try 
the door, find it locked. They awkwardly climb over the car’s 
added wooden balcony railing and get the hell outta there. 


INT. DJ'S HOTEL ROOM 
From her hotel window, DJ tries to pinpoint the final ground 
guard. But he sees her first: He fires two shots her way, 


catches the window frame. She pulls back into the room. 


DJ discards the rifle and pulls her Walker .44 pistols. 


INT. HOTEL LOBBY 


With .44’s ready, DJ stealthily heads downstairs and into the 
lobby. The manager cowers behind his desk, sees DJ stalking 
toward the window. 


MANAGER 
Landsakes, what’s this all about?! 


DJ puts a .44 barrel to her lips, signaling quiet. She checks 
around, moves toward the lobby window facing the train. 
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She sees the final train guard crouched beside the rear car, 
still looking upward to the hotel room. DJ casually walks to 
the opposite side of the lobby then runs like a lioness 
toward the front window. 


EXT. BUKATA CENTRAL 


DJ crashes through the hotel lobby window, perfectly tucked. 
She hits the ground rolling, sprays the blindsided train 
guard with the two Walker .44’s by cocking and firing with 
her thumbs and index fingers, only. The guard gets a single 
shot off before he’s hit and done. DJ runs to the rear train 
car, leaps onto the back balcony and tries the door. Locked. 
She kicks it in. 


INT. REAR TRAIN CAR 


DJ enters. She eases forward, checks every nook. The car is 
empty. Over the 0.S. sounds of people yelling, she enters... 


INT. JED’S PERSONAL TRAIN CAR 
Nothing but Jed’s still smoking cigar in its ashtray. 
BANG! 


DJ is shot by a Derringer held by Jed, who stands only a few 
feet away like he suddenly appeared from the wall. Her hat 
flies off, the bullet grazes the left side of her forehead 
near the temple and leaves a gash. She’s caught off balance 
but gains herself quickly. She’s burning mad. 


DJ doesn’t fire back. With her head wound bleeding she 
holsters both her .44’s, pulls a wicked hunting knife and 
moves toward Jed. He backs into a corner, reflexively fires. 


CLICK. 


DJ looks at Jed quizzically, then just smiles. She moves 
right up to his face, stares at him a long while. 


She stabs Jed with an upward motion. We don’t see it, but we 
feel it from Jed’s face. DJ twists the blade, Jed dies 
immediately. She jerks the knife from his body, lets him fall 
to the ground. DJ hovers over the corpse. 


DJUSTINE 
Tricky devil. 


Ss 


She opens Jed’s jacket, sees the chain. She rips the talisman 
from it, stares at it a beat or two. She pulls a black cloth 
from her pocket, wraps the talisman. She moves to exit. 

EXT. PLATFORM 

Outside on the train platform, Clark and Horn silently direct 
a pair of shotgun and pistol-toting TRAIN ENGINEERS toward 
the back car. Not the normal run of business for the 
engineers and it shows in their hesitation. 

EXT. REAR CAR BALCONY 

DJ exits, looks for something. 


BANG! 


A shotgun blast destroys the wall next to her. She 
instinctively hits the deck. 


BANG! 

Another blast blows the hell out of the wooden railing behind 
her. Shotgun engineer is too low to get her, though. As he 
reloads, DJ rushes back to... 

INT. REAR TRAIN CAR 

Inside the rear compartment she calculates the situation. She 
gets a peek through the open window, sees Jed’s aides and the 
train engineers crouched outside waiting for her. She moves. 
INT. JED’S PERSONAL TRAIN CAR 

DJ enters, sees Jed’s still smoking cigar and gets an idea. 
She feels around her back, pulls a single half-stick of 
dynamite from an unseen belt. She lights it with Jed’s cigar, 
casually tosses the stick out the platform-side window. 

EXT. PLATFORM 

The half-stick of dynamite bounces innocently next to the 
gathering of aides and engineers outside. They scatter like 
rabbits, except for the shotgun engineer. 


INT. JED’S PERSONAL TRAIN CAR 


DJ waits for the blast while puffing Jed’s cigar... 
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-.-until the dynamite flies back through the window and lands 
across the compartment from her, too far to grab. 


DJUSTINE 
Damn. 


EXT. CENTER TRAIN CAR 


DJ crashes through the desert-facing window as the train car 
explodes. Fire and debris rain down. DJ hits the ground, 
pulls her pistols, stands and moves toward the front of the 
train and past the now demolished center car. 


From around the train’s front engine, the Native-American man 
from earlier casually appears. He’s mounted on the Paint and 
holds the trailing reins of the Dun. DJ hauls-ass toward him, 
leaps on the back of the Dun. 


THE NAVAJO 
Indian wait til just right moment. 


DJ gives him a sour look as they light-out across the desert 
toward the distant northern mountains. 


TIME CUT: 


EXT. TRAIN TRACKS OF BUKATA —- DAY 


Townspeople clean up the mess from the smoldering train car 
as the big shotgun engineer works to pull the couplings from 
the center and first car. 


A DASHING MAN, 50, appears on the platform: Black wool 
trenchcoat, black wool scarf, black shirt and slacks. He’s a 
well-groomed, good-looking chap with a short manicured beard 
and blue eyes. This is Jacobi (pronounced JACK-o-bee). The 
man rounds the wrecked center train car, finds his footing 
and steps inside. 


INT. JED’S WRECKED COMPARTMENT 


Remaining walls shield Jacobi as he looks around, finds the 
charred meat of Jed Young. 


Jacobi bends over the body. The platinum chain is somehow 
completely unharmed and untarnished. Jacobi registers that 
the talisman is gone. He stands, steps over the debris and 
stares toward the northern mountains. 
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In the b.g. comes the sound of men and fast-running horses. 
Jacobi turns, sees SHERIFF KEITH arriving on horseback with 
three mounted DEPUTIES. Jacobi slips out, unseen. 


EXT. NEAR BUKATA PLATFORM 


Sheriff Keith, a no-nonsense black man, 44, arrives with his 
men. The Sheriff is a big, strapping fellow with snow-white 
hair and beard. He chews a toothpick. Clark and Horn 
immediately approach the Sheriff. 


KEITH 
Mornin’, boys. Anyone dead? 
HORN 
Five, we think, Sheriff. 
KEITH 
That so. This Jed Young feller 
around? 
CLARK 
He is one of the deceased. 
KEITH 
Mm hm. And who did the killin’? 
HORN 
A woman. 
CLARK 


Bounty killin’, Sheriff. Had to be. 


HORN 
It’s true. She was quite selective. 


KEITH 
Black leather everything? Gold- 
yellow mane? Couple’a nice .44’s? 


HORN 
Yes, that’s her. Do you know this 
woman, Sheriff? If so, I— 


KEITH 
Suppose we best get on after her. 
Need us a posse. 


AD LIB shouts of “Here, Sheriff!” “I'll do it!” and so on, 
from assorted townsmen. 
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CLARK 
She rode north. I saw her. Took off 
with an Indian. 


KEITH 
Big piece o’land. Coulda circled 
back south. I’d do that. 


The deputies turn and start shouting AD LIB calls for the 
volunteer posse. Sheriff Keith stares at the mountains. 


KEITH (CONT’D) 
Oh, Djustine. Wild child. Mmn, 
well, we’ll just see about that. 


In the b.g. behind the Sheriff stands Jacobi, who’s heard 
everything. Jacobi turns and walks away. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. HIGH DESERTS NEAR MOUNTAINS —- DAY 


DJ and the Native American man ride at maximum gallop across 
a expansive desert becoming mountain foothills. 


EXT. NARROWS ENTRANCE - DAY 


The pair arrive at a narrow canyon area between mountains. DJ 
Signals, they slow to a stop, dismount, tie their horses to 
bushes. DJ pulls the cloth-wrapped talisman from her pocket. 


DJUSTINE 
Make it quick. 


THE NAVAJO 
Me make heap plenty big magic, and 
fast. You see! 


DJ stares at him like he’s crazy. 


DJUSTINE 
I do hope you have some compelling 
and irresistible purpose for 
continuing to speak in that most 
ridiculous and cliché manner. 


THE NAVAJO 
(perfect English) 
No, not really. Okay, lemme see the 
patient. 
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DJ hands him the cloth-wrapped talisman. The Navajo looks at 
the cloth, peels it aside. When he sees the talisman he 
simply stares at it, poker-faced. He has a seat in the dirt, 
puts the talisman on the ground in front of him. He pulls a 
pouch from his belt, pours a small circle of red sand around 
the talisman. He produces what looks like a rawhide rattle, 
shakes it above the talisman and chants softly, eyes closed. 


He stops and for a couple beats looks frozen. He opens his 
eyes, stares at the talisman blankly. 


DJUSTINE 
You okay? 


He doesn’t answer. He closes his eyes again, speaks barely 
audible words. The Navajo then quickly stretches a piece of 
black cloth across the talisman, covering it. He rolls the 
talisman into the cloth. 


THE NAVAJO 
Only way it’s comin’ outta this 
cloth is when the General himself 
pulls it. Fire, dynamite, forget 
Lt. Ery ats. 


He hands it to her, she tries to remove the cloth. No matter 
how she pulls, it never seems she has leverage or grip. 


THE NAVAJO (CONT'D) 
Nice, huh? 


The Navajo stands, shuffles the ritual circle around with his 
feet to cover it. They talk while they mount-up. 


THE NAVAJO (CONT’D) 
DJ, that thing is dangerous. Have 
to wonder why the General sent you 
after it. 


DJUSTINE 
General’s a fine man. Not without 
his mysteries, but I digress. What 
is it? 


THE NAVAJO 
Old. From another age. Powerful 
stuff, too. 


DJ is unmoved. 


THE NAVAJO (CONT'D) 
Let’s just say it’s gonna give 
somebody one hell of a belly ache. 
(MORE ) 
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THE NAVAJO (CONT’D) 
Foolish to play around with this 
kind of magic. Real foolish. 


DJUSTINE 
Not our affair. C’mon. 


They ride into the narrows. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. VISTA - AFTERNOON 


DJ and The Navajo emerge from the narrows and into a massive 
expanse, this one more mountainous. They break to a gallop 
and head toward a faraway cluster of rocks. 


EXT. MCKESSON FENCELINE/EAST GATE - AFTERNOON 


DJ and The Navajo are now near the rocks. There’s a clean 
barbed wire fenceline crossing the road here, extending both 
directions far as the eye can see. An archway is over the 
road, a Sign on it reads: MCKESSON RANCH - EAST GATE. 


A pair of RIFLEMEN are stationed outside the gate, with four 
horses tied not far away. 


DJUSTINE 
(to nearest rifleman) 
Got a couple of your boys in the 
rocks up behind us, correct? 


GATE RIFLEMAN 
(amused) 
Reckon so, ma’am. General’s 
waitin’. However, he never said 
you’d have an Injun along. 


THE NAVAJO 
I’m Italian. 


DJUSTINE 
He’s with me, soldier. Whether I 
like it or not. 


THE NAVAJO 
Oh, she likes it, alright. 


GATE RIFLEMAN 
Appreciate you callin’ me soldier, 
ma’am, aS I do miss the 
nomenclature. Welcome. 
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He motions, DJ and The Navajo enter the gate. As they pass... 


THE NAVAJO 
(to Rifleman ) 
I like the way you talk. 


Down the road they go. From seemingly nowhere, two mounted 
riflemen ESCORTS intercept our pair and the four easy-ride 
toward a large ranch estate, now visible in the distance. 


EXT. MCKESSON ESTATE - AFTERNOON 


DJ, The Navajo, and the two mounted escorts arrive at the 
ranch house itself. It’s quite the place, quasi-adobe in 
style, two stories in spots. There’s a garden, a separate 
barnyard, the works. Large, pristine, tasteful. Quite a few 
“soldiers” about, too. 


DJ and The Navajo dismount, their horses are tended by a 
couple of waiting STABLEMEN. With great politeness, DJ and 
The Navajo are taken to the entrance of the house. 


On approach they hear a slow-strumming Spanish guitar. The 
origin is an unusual looking GUITAR COWBOY, 37, sitting just 
outside the house’s double-door main entrance. He’s tall and 
lanky with interesting, attractive face and an obviously bald 
head beneath his tilted hat. 


Guitar Cowboy senses their approach, looks up and winks at 
them with a benevolent, peaceful smile. He’s got a gap 
between his front teeth. He returns to his expert, slow 
Spanish strumming. DJ and The Navajo stop and stare, 
mesmerized. DJ snaps-to, prods The Navajo. They proceed to 
the house, enter. 


INT. MCKESSON FOYER 


DJUSTINE 
Got himself a fine instrument. 


THE NAVAJO 
Didn’t notice. 


They’re in a foyer that seems almost out of place in the Old 
West: Gorgeous, airy, with fascinating historical relics here 
and there. The escort puts up a “halt” hand to The Navajo. 


THE NAVAJO (CONT’D) 
Indian wait outside, right? 


ESCORT 
Apologies. 
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THE NAVAJO 
T’ll bet. 


DJ walks on with a single ESCORT, goes up a staircase and is 
given entrance to... 


INT. GENERAL MCKESSON’S OFFICE 


-.-a second floor library/office. Kerosene lamps, stunning 
and cozy. A large fire burns in a mantle, relics of the US 
Civil War sprinkle the décor. Two large shelves of books are 
against a far wall. Everything is wood and more wood. 


Escort leaves, closes the door. At a banker’s desk, his back 
to Djustine, is GENERAL MCKESSON, 60-ish reading a book. 


THE GENERAL 

Well, Djustine. Are you here to try 
and soften the blow of bad news, or 
have you indeed seen success this 
day and now here you are, a fey and 
stunning spectacle of womanhood. 
For the promised compensation and 
my eternal goodwill, of course. 


DJUSTINE 
Quite a mouthful, General. 


The General is a damned good-looking, immaculate, rugged but 
sophisticated older man. His attire is elegant, casual. He 
stands, motions for DJ to sit. 


THE GENERAL 
Whiskey? 


DJ smiles, sits. While gathering two glasses and a bottle, 
the General speaks. 


THE GENERAL (CONT’D) 
I trust you were able to keep 
unfortunate and unwanted bloodshed 
to a minimum? 


DJUSTINE 
Don’t kill anyone who don’t have it 
comin’. 


The whiskey having been poured, they toast. 


THE GENERAL 
Relentless, as always. Now, then... 
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He puts his hand out. She pulls the wrapped talisman, downs 
her whiskey in a single gulp. She hands him the talisman, he 
removes the black cloth and examines the inner relic, 
somewhat in awe. 


THE GENERAL (CONT’D) 
What do you know of the Navajo 
demon-god, Coyote? 


DJUSTINE 
He’s a dog? 


THE GENERAL 

Coyote is a trickster, and his 
speciality is to exert sly 
influence for specific result. 

(studies the talisman) 
He does have a benevolent side, 
however. But then, things could go 
either way with a figure of his 
particular temperament. 


DJUSTINE 
Gonna double my rate, then? 


THE GENERAL 
Oh, Djustine, you must get your 
mind away from the sin of greed and 
gold. There’s so very much more to 
-.-all of this. How are you? 


DJUSTINE 
Alive. Weather’s been awful nice. 
Horse is well. Oh, I do require a 
new rifle. 


THE GENERAL 
Sharps, of course. Replaced. Now: I 
have another task requiring your 
immediate and dedicated attention. 


DJUSTINE 
What’s “immediate”? 


She motions to have her whiskey refilled. He does so. 


THE GENERAL 
How soon is now? 


DJUSTINE 
Listenin’. 


THE GENERAL 
Excellent. Oh, how rude of me. Are 
you hungry, by chance? Chef José 
Apiti has some rather excellent 
rellenos, just prepared. 


DJUSTINE 
Business first, General. 


THE GENERAL 

Surely. 

(long pause) 
Djustine, there is a man, a foul 
creature of vile habits. He lives, 
oh, approximately a quarter day’s 
ride, in the hills southwest of 
Hargrave. He has with him a small 
box, the size of a large book. 
Possibly brass hinges or a gold 
lock. It will in any case be 
distinctive. 


DJUSTINE 
Distinctive. 


THE GENERAL 

Your task is this: banish that most 
horrible man. Find the box. Simple. 

(beat) 
Be aware that the man is 
substantially more dangerous than 
he may seem. If and when the task 
is complete, you will be paid twice 
the fee for Jed. Interested? 


DJUSTINE 
(long-ish pause) 
Not sure, General. These new tasks 
are strange and atypical. I prefer 
the simple burial of bad men. And 
women. Books and amulets and other 
nonsense are simply not my war. 


THE GENERAL 
I daresay it’s everyone’s war. And 
with Jed’s shadow removed, we have 
won the first battle. 


DJUSTINE 
I can spend neither political 
victory nor superstition. 
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THE GENERAL 
In every conflict, every skirmish, 
there is design. More I cannot 
impart to you at this juncture. 
However, after you achieve this new 
task, I promise as man and soldier 
that I will reveal all I know. 


DJ and the General stare at one-another a long while. 


THE GENERAL (CONT’D) 
You are wounded, Djustine. I too 
have suffered death and losses such 
as yours. Trouble is, I remember 
all of mine. You, on the other 
hand, are blessed—or cursed, as it 
were—with a blank page for a 
memory. Perhaps this assignment 
will help. 


DJUSTINE 
I’m not sure I wanna get this 
personal, General. Don’t see the 
need. In fact— 


THE GENERAL 
Mirabella. 


It’s like DJ were hit with a wall. 


DJUSTINE 
Where? 


THE GENERAL 
Tendin’ bar. Gettin’ by. Not too 
far from here, either. 
Aforementioned town of Hargrave. 


DJ is quiet but clearly moved. 


THE GENERAL (CONT’D) 
Family is difficult to truly lose, 
lest we wish it so. Complete the 
task, make way to Hargrave. I’1ll be 
in touch thereafter at which time I 
will keep my promise of candor and 
transparency. And yes, your half- 
sister is well, from accounts. 


DJUSTINE 
Half-sister’s still a sister. 


THE GENERAL 
Yes, of course. 
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The General opens his desk drawer, produces a medium-sized 
dagger in a scabbard. He tosses it to DJ, she catches it. 


THE GENERAL (CONT’D) 

Solid silver on a steel core. 

(tosses her a 

rolled parchment) 
Your map. Easy ride. Your target 
wears an eyepatch. And furs. Oh, 
and Djustine: Please do not open 
the box. 


DJUSTINE 
What if it’s already open? 


THE GENERAL 
Well. Close it. 


He stands, she stands. They shake, she turns to walk, stops. 


DJUSTINE 
Oh, and General? Don’t think I 
haven’t noticed how you so 
elegantly tied all this up with a 
bow. Hargrave, Mirabella. Very 
tidy. Thankfully I do see the “win- 
win” of it all, else I might be 
inclined to think you a conniving 
and treacherous bastard. 


THE GENERAL 
See you shortly. 


DJ smiles slyly, he returns it. She leaves. 


INT. FOYER 


The Navajo is asleep, standing against a wall. DJ pulls one 
of his earlobes. 


THE NAVAJO 
Nobody home. 


The Navajo wakes, looks at her. 


EXT. MCKESSON ESTATE - AFTERNOON 


DJ and The Navajo walk from the estate’s double-door. Guitar 
Cowboy is still outside, strumming. He tips his hat at DJ, 
smiles a gap-toothed smile. DJ and The Navajo continue. 
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INT. ESTATE STABLE - AFTERNOON 


A STABLE HAND, 24, is nearby. DJ and The Navajo saddle up. A 
bearded WEAPONS MASTER, 60, approaches with DJ’s new Sharps 
rifle. Without a look or word, he proceeds to install it in 


her saddle holster. 


STABLE HAND 
Indian, that’s a right fine Paint 
ya got there. 


THE NAVAJO 
How. 


STABLE HAND 
Beg pardon? 


THE NAVAJO 
Nevermind. 


The stable hand walks off. 
DJUSTINE 


Might go easier if you just told 
folks your name. 


THE NAVAJO 
From a woman who calls her horse 
“Horse”. 

DJUSTINE 


Look, you need a name. How ‘bout 
Harrison... «a? 


The Weapons Master has finished with the Sharps, and exits. 
But he’s overheard the new name and raises his brows off it. 


THE NAVAJO 
For Christ’s sake, no. 


DJUSTINE 
"Gordon"? 


THE NAVAJO 
Not bad. Sounds like a singer. 


DJUSTINE 
And you can’t even sing. 


THE NAVAJO 
Yeah, but that’s part of my charm. 


DJUSTINE 
Right. By the way... 


21. 


She tosses the General’s dagger. The Navajo pulls the blade 
slightly from the scabbard, examines it. 


THE NAVAJO 
Pretty. 


They’ve finished prepping the horses, DJ mounts up. The 
Navajo ties the new scabbard to his calf, then mounts. 


DJUSTINE 
Try and keep up. Gordon. 


SEQUENTIAL CUTS: 


A few shots take them out of the gate and off the property. 
They gallop toward distant mountains. 


OLD SCHOOL LAP 
DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. MOUNTAIN REGION —- NEAR SUNSET 


Magic hour approaches as DJ and The Navajo trot along a 
picturesque and rugged swatch of lower mountains. DJ signals 
for a stop, pulls the map the General gave her. The Navajo 
keeps watch. 


ANGLE OF: MAP, showing a rough sketch of the small valley, an 
obvious corral, and the house of their target marked with a 
red circle. 


BACK TO: DJ puts her stuff away, motions them forward. They 
trot carefully. 


EXT. SMALL RISE - MAGIC HOUR 


They trot toward a small rise in the woods. Once over, DJ 
scans around, signals to stop. DJ points right. Off in the 
fading sweet light is a broken corral. The Navajo nods, DJ 
motions for dismount. 


They stealthily lead the horses off the road, tie them behind 
some trees. They grab their weapons—DJ pulls the new Sharps, 
The Navajo his revolvers—and move forward. 


EXT. ABOVE CABIN - FADING DAYLIGHT 
DJ and The Navajo move into position. Ahead and below is a 


small cabin. Racks of drying green and red chilies, barrels 
on the porch, light from inside, chimney smoke, etc. 
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THE NAVAJO 
No horse. 


The front door of the cabin opens, out steps a 40-ish GUY 
with an eyepatch and a pink double scar beneath it, stogie in 
mouth. Kind of looks like Richard Kiel (RIP). This is 
Stormare. He’s big, wears some kind of furry animal jacket 
and black trousers. He smokes, stretches. 


DJ sets her rifle, lines the shot. 


DJUSTINE 
Easy money today. 


DJ triple-checks the drop and her aim. She squeezes the 
trigger. Click. 


Misfire. 


DJUSTINE (CONT’D) 
Goddammit. 


Stormare throws his stogie on the ground, stomps it, returns 
inside the cabin. 


THE NAVAJO 
Yeah, I’m countin’ the gold 
already. 


She quickly unloads the second cartridge, opens and inspects 
the rifle’s mechanism. She closes-up, tries dry firing. 


DJUSTINE 
Hammer alignment. Can’t fix it 
here. I don’t believe this. 


THE NAVAJO 
Use mine. 


DJUSTINE 
That thing of yourn is about as 
accurate as a drunk donkey. Gotta 
get in tight, that’s all. 


THE NAVAJO 
Could pop him through a window, up 
close. Revolver’d do it. 


DJUSTINE 
Sneak down and get under that left 
side window. I’1l take the other 
side. If I miss and he runs out, 
nail him. 
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The Navajo moves out. DJ leaves the Sharps on the ground, 
pulls a .44 and eases toward the cabin. Stormare suddenly 
appears in the side window. She moves gently into deeper 
shadow, watches him. 


Stormare stares out the window while eating dinner from a 
plate in his hand. He forks, chews, seems very peaceful. A 
string of meat hangs on his chin for a moment. He senses it, 
pulls the meat and puts it in his mouth while never breaking 
his odd stare out the window. 


DJ lines her revolver when Stormare unexpectedly moves from 
view. Frustration growing, DJ moves again, is now closer to 
the window. As she nears, she sees The Navajo has moved under 
the cabin’s left side window. He crouches at ready. 


DJ is right up to the cabin, can see clearly into the target 
window now. Stormare isn’t there. No movement at all. 


The Navajo remains crouched and ready. He does not see an 
unhappy Stormare appear like a ghost in the window above him. 
Stormare lunges through the window. Glass shatters, Stormare 
grabs The Navajo and pulls him violently into the cabin. 


INT. STORMARE’S CABIN 


Broken glass all over. Stormare pummels The Navajo’s face, 
knocks him cold. 


In the shadowy candle-lit cabin, we see the interior is 
densely cluttered with odds-n-ends, furniture, all kinds of 
stuff. We also see the cabin is three distinct rooms: A 
kitchen area to the rear, the living area, and the side room 
where DJ was looking in the window. 


Stormare pulls a vicious knife from his belt and is about to 
skewer The Navajo when he hears a window break behind him. 
Stormare quickly puts his knife away, pulls an even bigger 
knife, points his finger angrily at the unconscious Navajo as 
if to say, “Don’t move!” 


Stormare slinks toward the side room like a cat. He sees a 
Single broken window pane, too small for anyone to crawl 
through. Stormare moves alert toward the rear kitchen. He’s 
about to enter the kitchen when the front door is kicked open 
and in steps a calm and cool DJ. She expertly fan-fires her 
-44 one time, hits Stormare square in the forehead. 


He grabs his forehead, grunts in pain. But he pulls his hand 
away, and we see the bullet has somehow only grazed him. With 
no reaction, DJ immediately fires again, this time by finger- 
cocking. She hits his cheekbone. Blood flies, he puts his 
hand to the wound. Remarkably, it’s a graze. 
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DJ looks at the barrel of her weapon in confusion. As she 
does, she notices the targeted box on a desk across the room. 
It’s open. Inside is a collection of scrolls, each of them 
secured with either gold or silver ribbons. One scroll sits 
to the side, its ribbon off. 


Stormare sees her recognition of the box. He smiles. DJ pulls 
her other .44, starts firing both pistols over and over. 
Stormare is hit repeatedly by all 10 remaining shots—chest, 
face, hands—and finally falls. 


DJ quickly starts her reload, notices The Navajo on the 
ground. She stops, goes to him. His face and lips are badly 
bloodied and he’s still out cold. DJ doesn’t notice Stormare 
silently standing up behind her. He’s finally on his feet and 
nearly upon DJ when she senses, turns. 


Too late: Stormare rushes her, slams her to the floor. He 
pulls his smaller knife, lunges. She moves out of the way, 
rolls toward The Navajo. 


DJ pulls her own knife, only to have Stormare kick it cleanly 
out of her hand. He lunges again, misses. She double-fists 
him in the back. Stormare elbows her face, knocks her off her 
feet and onto The Navajo’s body. 


She sees the General’s dagger tied on The Navajo’s calf. She 
puts her hand on it, stays there. Stormare turns and stares 
her down, his knife at ready. 


STORMARE 
Who the hell are you people? 


As he speaks, the irises of his eyes change color to a 
yellowish-red. DJ says nothing. 


Stormare makes his death lunge, his irises now even brighter. 
DJ powerfully grabs his knife arm, pulls the General’s dagger 
and swings upward. Stormare is quicker, and dodges. 


But DJ immediately backhands the dagger, stabs Stormare clean 
through his forearm: The end of the dagger pokes out the 
other side. 


Stormare stops cold. He stares paralyzed at the dagger 
through his forearm. He drops his knife, his mouth in a 
raging, silent scream of utter agony. 


His teeth have elongated: once normal choppers are now 
sharpened fangs. He’s also slightly more hairy. He pulls the 
General’s dagger from his arm in a rage, but clearly this 
attack has somehow nailed him. He’s overcome with weakness, 
drops the dagger feebly to the floor. His eyes change from 
yellowish to black. He roars at DJ with anger and pain. 
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Semi-staggering, Stormare bolts out the front door of the 
cabin and shambles desperately into the woods. DJ goes for 
her .44, quickly finishes her reload. She cocks the pistol, 
carefully looks out the broken window. Stormare is gone. 


DJ turns to see The Navajo sitting up, holding his head. His 
face is bloody and messy. 


DJUSTINE 
You okay? 


THE NAVAJO 
Yep. That’s a silver dagger. That’s 
what got him. 


DJUSTINE 
What? It was just through the arm. 


THE NAVAJO 

Don’t matter. Next time try for the 
heart. Or the head. 

(she looks at him 

quizzically) 
He’s a skin-walker. Shape-shifter. 
But trust me, no white man can skin- 
walk. Only Navajo. 


DJUSTINE 
He looked pretty white to me. 


THE NAVAJO 
Yep. Stole our damned magic. Just 
like the talisman. Bastards. 


DJUSTINE 
Can ya walk? 


THE NAVAJO 
(standing) 
Hell, this ain’t nothin’. 


DJ moves to the box at Stormare’s desk. The scroll set aside 
there has arcane symbols and diagrams. She rolls it, puts it 
back and closes the box, as instructed. 


DJUSTINE 
The General and I must talk. Feel 
like stealin’ some grub? 


THE NAVAJO 
Sure. 
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INT. STORMARE’S KITCHEN 


DJ moves to the kitchen, sees Stormare’s half-eaten dinner 
plate on the little table. She looks at the meat. It’s an 
odd, pale color. Like pork but... 


She turns, looks up. All we see is a human foot and lower 
calf dangling partially in the left side of frame. The foot 
is feminine, with painted nails. The body it’s attached to 
hangs from the kitchen ceiling. Dried blood cakes at the 
shin. DJ simply turns and walks out. 


DJUSTINE 
Kitchen’s closed. 


They hear a wagon outside. DJ pulls her .44, The Navajo gets 
his pistol ready and moves across the room. 


DJ goes to the side of the broken window. The fading dusk 
barely illuminates a buckboard driven by the smiling Guitar 
Cowboy from the General’s estate. DJ and The Navajo just look 
at each other. 


EXT. CABIN 


DJ and The Navajo exit the cabin. Guitar Cowboy is parked and 
waiting, his signature guitar strapped to his back. 


DJUSTINE 
Cowboy, what on earth? And you 
brought your guitar. 


GUITAR COWBOY 
(ethereal, effeminate) 
I am inseparable from the 
instrument, ma’am. Now, if you all 
could bring the body. And the box. 


DJUSTINE 
Mind if I ask how you knew to be 
here at this particular time? 


GUITAR COWBOY 
Estimation, ma’am. That’s all. 


THE NAVAJO 
Ain’t no body, Cowboy. He got away. 


GUITAR COWBOY 
(disappointed) 
I see. 
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DJUSTINE 
(to The Navajo) 
Mind gettin’ the box? 
(The Navajo heads inside) 
Best be careful on the ride back. I 
think we got us an animal loose. 


The Navajo returns with the scroll box, hands it to DJ. She 
takes it to the buckboard. 


DJUSTINE (CONT’D) 
What is this? 


GUITAR COWBOY 
(gentle smile) 
C’est juste une boite, Mam’zelle. 


Guitar Cowboy gently takes the box from her, places it on the 
seat beside him. He reaches under the seat, pulls a leather 
pouch of coins and hands it to DJ. He tips his hat and is 
away into the night. DJ watches him leave, weights the bag in 
her hand. 


THE NAVAJO 
He said it’s just a little box. 


DJUSTINE 
Things is gettin’ weird around 
here. And where in the hell did you 
learn to speak French? 


CUT TO: 


EXT. MCKESSON FENCELINE - EAST GATE - NIGHT 


At the same gate where DJ and The Navajo first arrived, 
Sheriff Keith’s posse—13 men total—speeds to a stop. 
They’re immediately allowed, they hard-ride down the road to 
the General’s estate. 


EXT. MCKESSON’S ESTATE - NIGHT 


As the Sheriff’s posse arrives the General is walking out to 
meet them. The posse stops in a group. The Sheriff dismounts, 
walks to the General and shakes hands. 


KEITH 
Evenin’, General. 


THE GENERAL 
And a fine one, Sheriff. Would your 
boys like a drink? 

(MORE) 
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THE GENERAL (CONT'D) 
Or perhaps some of José’s 
outstanding regional delights. Only 
New Mexico reds on this campus! 


KEITH 
Well, I’m sure that’s some mighty 
fine eatin’, but we been hard- 
trackin’ a female through the 
narrows back yonder. Lost her in 
the rocks just outside your 
property line. 


THE GENERAL 
Damn those rocks! 


KEITH 
Probably ridin’ with an Injun. 
Name’s Djustine. Bounty killer. We 
believe she murdered Mr. Jed Young. 


THE GENERAL 
The promising senatorial candidate. 
A cruel world, indeed. Sheriff 
Keith, if I see such a tarnished 
woman afoot I’ll surely send one of 
my men to alert you. Better yet, 
I’1l shoot her myself. 


Keith smiles, tips his hat, mounts-up. 
KEITH 
Sorry for the bother, General. 
Appreciate any help, though. She’s 
a right mean one. 


THE GENERAL 
This I do not doubt. 


Keith and his boys ride off. The General waves and smiles. 


TIME CUT: 


EXT. SEQUENTIAL SHOTS - NIGHT 

DJ and The Navajo gallop dark trails, a nearly full moon 
blazes above. 

EXT. DESERT - NIGHT 

DJ and The Navajo ride hard, when DJ spots something. She 


motions for a stop. A lightsource is ahead, growing into the 
darkness. They trot forward, coming upon... 
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EXT. TRAIN DEPOT 


A tiny shack in pristine condition. It’s brightly and 
unnaturally lit from within, sits right beside a train track. 
A sign on the shack reads “Norwood Depot No. 328”. They 
approach with caution. 


Around the side of the shack steps Jacobi, the mysterious man 
from Bukata. DJ points to The Navajo, the two of them split 
slightly, flanking the man. They slow to a stop, both with 
hands ready on pistols. Jacobi is now slightly in front and 
between them. He smiles, his hands not visible under his 
excellent wool trench. 


DJUSTINE 
(polite; firm) 
Let’s see the hands, stranger. 


Jacobi is of good cheer, reveals his hands, raising them to 
face level as if say, “See?” 


DJUSTINE (CONT’D) 
Miss your train? 


Jacobi drops his hands, holds them in front of him. 


JACOBI 

(posh British accent) 
You are...Djustine. Blinded as a 
child. And you... 

(to The Navajo) 
-.--you won’t allow your proper name 
to be spoken aloud, preferring 
simply “Navajo” I suppose we both 
know why. I respect your choice. 


THE NAVAJO 
I’m flattered. 


DJUSTINE 
Wait a second here, who the—? 


JACOBI 
A new game’s afoot, friends. New 
forces at play, and etcetera. What 
you did in Bukata, to poor Jed... 
Oh, regrettable. And your actions 
today, at sunset? Very bad, indeed. 


DJUSTINE 
Not naturally possible you could 
know all this. Not at all. 


JACOBI 
And the legendary General. Union 
man. Retired and never retired, 
yes, we know all about him. He has 
deceived you into his service. Or 
has he? Who can be sure? 


DJUSTINE 
You got a brave mouth, mister. Can 
the rest keep up? 


JACOBI 
If you find me unsettling, 
Djustine, then perhaps you should 
simply shoot me now. 


THE NAVAJO 
TAL. Or ast 


DJUSTINE 
Relax. What do you want, mister? 


JACOBI 
I’ve been sent to issue ultimatum. 
Kindly remember, however, that I am 
but gentle herald. 


DJUSTINE 
Go on. 


JACOBI 
My superior would very much like to 
meet with you. A place of your 
choice. She offers— 


DJUSTINE 
She? 


JACOBI 
She offers much. She only requires 
your service. And, your obedience. 


DJUSTINE 
That so? 


JACOBI 
War is coming, Djustine. Side now 
with the victors. It’s a chance of 
a lifetime, for glories untold. 


DJUSTINE 
No game here, partner. Not my 
thing. 


30's 


31. 


JACOBI 
I beg you reconsider. 


DJUSTINE 
Reckon I can’t. 


JACOBI 
I see. She will not like this news, 
Djustine. Not in the least. 


DJ pulls a .44 cartridge from her belt, tosses the bullet to 
The Navajo. The Navajo smiles, tosses the bullet to Jacobi, 
who catches it expertly. 


JACOBI (CONT'D) 
Sorry, does this mean something? 


THE NAVAJO 
Yeah. Tell your boss to put that 
somewhere. 


DJ and The Navajo ride off. Jacobi watches them go. 


SEQUENTIAL CUTS: 


EXT. DESERTS - NIGHT 


A few time cuts of DJ and The Navajo traveling roads and 
hills by night, and then... 


EXT. HARGRAVE OUTSKIRTS - NIGHT 


A sign here says “HARGRAVE: POPULATION 124”. 


EXT. CENTER OF HARGRAVE 


Small, with a few sparse and tightly spaced, almost surreal 
buildings in a shadowy layout. 


No horses tied. Looks like a ghost town except for a few 
kerosene street lamps and a sprinkling of lights in windows. 
Dead quiet, minus a gentle, haunting wind. There’s also a 
large community water well in the middle of town, and the 
wind makes the hanging bucket there squeak. 


In the b.g. sits a wooden chapel with steeple, separated from 
the rest of the buildings. Behind it lies a small cemetery. 
One building is completely lit inside: A saloon name of “De 
Rosa”. DJ and The Navajo slowly approach De Rosa when The 
Navajo suddenly stops. 


THE NAVAJO 
DJ, we need to talk. Seems I gotta 
leave ya, now. 


DJUSTINE 
Right. First one’s on me. 


THE NAVAJO 
No, listen: I heard tale of a time 
like this back in the old days. 
War’s comin’, DJ, and we ain’t 
ready. But they are. 


DJUSTINE 
They, who? 


THE NAVAJO 
Think about it. And while you’re at 
it, remember you got one foot in 
both sides. 


DJ studies him, stoically. 


THE NAVAJO (CONT’D) 
Anyway, I need to go for awhile. 
Best way I can help. 


DJUSTINE 
Well, this is something not far 
from ridiculous. All of a sudden 
like this, in the middle of the 
street?! 


THE NAVAJO 
Yep. Figured it all out just now. 
Reckon I’m already behind. 
(he turns and trots away) 
So long, DJ. See ya in time. I’11 
send a smoke signal now and then. 


DJUSTINE 
Navajo, you cannot be serious. 


THE NAVAJO 
I know. I don’t even know how to 
build a fire. 


DJUSTINE 
Cut the bullshit. What are you 
doin’?! I need you here! I can’t do 
this myself! 
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THE NAVAJO 
I can. And so you can. Know why? 
Because we ain’t got the choice. 
Don’t worry, when the light’s just 
right I’ll be seein’ ya again. 
Gotta trust me on this. 


DJUSTINE 
Right now all I am is royally 
pissed at you. 


THE NAVAJO 
Don’t be. 


He disappears into the dark. DJ slowly dismounts, looks 
around. She pulls a couple sugars from her pants, puts them 
under Horse’s nose. He gobbles. She leads him to a tie on the 
right side of The De Rosa’s door. He starts to water. 


DJUSTINE 
Damned Navajo. 


DJ pats Horse, steels herself, enters the saloon. 


INT. DE ROSA SALOON 


Dim lighting, but not too bleak. At a table near the back of 
the room sit three DROVERS, a dirty group, all older. They 
look DJ over real good. 


DJ scans the place. Medium-level décor and quality. There’s a 
fair-sized window overlooking the street outside. She walks 
to the bar, no bartender and nobody else around. A wall clock 
shows five before midnight. 


A door opens behind the end of the bar: Back-office entrance. 
Out steps MIRABELLA, 25, a stunning but modest bartender. She 
and DJ are of similar height and relative build, but 
Mirabella is much more feminine: She’s undoubtedly Hispanic, 
with long, jet black hair, dark skin, phenomenal green eyes, 
large cheekbones. 


DJ watches Mirabella close the back-office door behind her. 
Mirabella then adjusts her hair and walks down toward DJ. 
When she sees her she’s shocked and then elated. They 
immediately move toward one-another, meeting partway. They 
embrace, and DJ seems, for the first time, peaceful. 


DJ gently pushes Mirabella out of the hug. She kisses 
Mirabella on the cheek, then holds her face in her hands. 


DJUSTINE 
Well, well, beautiful lady. 
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MIRABELLA 
How did you find me here? You've 
been gone so long. 


DJUSTINE 
It’s a habit. 


Mirabella embraces DJ again. And again, a moment of semi- 
peace. They break the hug. 


DJUSTINE (CONT’D) 
I’m thirsty. 


DJ smiles huge, Mirabella shakes her head and smiles. 
Mirabella walks around behind the bar. 


DJUSTINE (CONT’D) 
How’s...how’s mom? 


MIRABELLA 
Mother is older. Sadder. Misses 
you. I’ve just been to Mexico, in 
fact. Everything is nice. Except 
you haven’t been there. 


DJ walks back around to the customer side of the bar as 
Mirabella prepares a gin. Mirabella moves very lyrically and 
refined. She’s silk to DJ’s canvas. 


DJUSTINE 
Mirabella, you have to understand— 


MIRABELLA 
You never go see her. It’s wrong. 


DJUSTINE 
Can’t remember ever feelin’ love 
for her, sis. Hate sayin’ it, but 
nothin’ much really means anything 
to me, these days. ’Cept maybe you. 


Mirabella comes to the bar, touches DJ’s hand. Her eyes are 
misty, but she doesn’t cry. 


MIRABELLA 
You should go to her. You should. 
It might help both of you. 


Mirabella goes back, finishes making the drink. She brings 
it, with the bottle. She puts the glass in front of DJ. 


Mirabella grabs the bottle, they toast, with DJ drinking from 
the glass and Mirabella from the bottle. 
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DJUSTINE 
You work alone here? 


MIRABELLA 
Yes. There are two owners. Both 
down the street on the Faro tables 
right now, like always. I live 
upstairs in a nice room. Well, for 
me it’s nice. 


DJUSTINE 
Haven’t been around these parts in 
awhile. Town looks different. 


MIRABELLA 
This is a crazy place. Last week, a 
lot of cattle died. They just 
turned black, and died! 


DJUSTINE 
They weren’t already black? 


MIRABELLA 
No! And yesterday there was a man 
who rode into town. Strange guy. 
Like he didn’t belong in this time. 


DJUSTINE 
Curious. 


Mirabella suddenly takes DJ’s hand, smiles at her. 


MIRABELLA 
Please stay. 


DJUSTINE 
I'd like that. And I would, but I 
got too much in my hair right now. 


Mirabella has a skeptical look from this. 


EXT. CENTER OF HARGRAVE 


Desolate and quiet for a beat or two, then we hear the slow 
clomping of multiple horses. 


Four mounted GUNSLINGERS appear. They bristle with handguns 
and saddle-mounted rifles. Their horses and shapes are 
Sinister and intimidating. One of them is tremendously large 
and muscle-bound. That one carries a shotgun. 


Out steps Jacobi. He quickly looks things over, then stands 
to make way for... 
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THE WOMAN, a svelte female in ghost-like, enticingly tailored 
white and light blue clothing that’s sheer in places, very 
soft and feminine. She’s extremely pale, with black, haunted 
eyes and easily as beautiful as Mirabella, but in an angry 
configuration. She’s has unusual, evocative makeup, with 
straight brown hair lain across her shoulder and chest. Her 
movements are somewhat like a person who’s weightless. 


A sword is strapped to her back in a black leather scabbard. 
A talisman very similar to but more complex than Jed’s is 
around her superb, exposed neck. 


She walks between Jacobi and the horsemen, stands staring at 
the De Rosa. She speaks to Jacobi, not looking at him. 


JACOBI 
The Navajo has left DJ to her own. 
He’s not an ordinary Native, you 
know. 


THE WOMAN 
Yes. Go find him. 


Jacobi turns and walks into the night. The Woman continues to 
stare at the De Rosa, then walks forward with an elegant, 
purposeful gait. Still, something about her movements are 
unnatural. Lovely to see, but... 


She mounts the steps going into the saloon, turns and looks 
at DJ’s horse. She smiles, enters. 


INT. DE ROSA SALOON 


The Woman walks in, every head turns. DJ and Mirabella are 
taken aback by her beauty and odd appearance. No one moves 
and no one threatens. 


The Woman says nothing as she stands and looks around the 
saloon. She casts a gaze at the three men in the corner, and 
disinterested, proceeds toward the bar. 


But then she stops. She remembers something. She turns back 
to the three drovers in the corner, her eyes directly on the 
middle one. 


She walks to their table. The men wear a mix of lust, 
caution, and wonder. She keeps her eyes fixed on the middle 
man, a scrawny, ugly DROVER of about 63. His friends notice 
the attention. 


THE WOMAN 
I know you. 
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DROVER 
(stands, gentlemanly) 
No, ma’am. Don’t believe we’ve— 


THE WOMAN 
You were lost in the mountains. You 
were dying. You cursed your God 
Jesus. Renounced him to the wind. 
Abandoned your beloved God. 


DROVER 
(utterly stunned) 
That was...thirty-four years ago. 


THE WOMAN 
Yes. And I was sent to lead you 
down, from the mountain. 


DROVER 
Don’t nobody know about that. 
Nobody. Couldn’t’a been you. 


THE WOMAN 
Except, it was. 


She turns and walks, leaves him hanging. The man is 
dumbstruck, and slowly sits. His friends look him over. The 
Drover just stares at the back of the wild-looking woman 
who’s now approaching the bar. 


The Woman gets within a few paces of Djustine and stops. She 
studies DJ with a semi-smile. 


THE WOMAN (CONT'D) 
Excuse me, but is this yours? 


Not taking her eyes off DJ, The Woman pulls from a pocket the 
same bullet DJ tossed to Jacobi. The Woman then tosses the 
bullet to DJ, who just lets it hit and fall to the floor. DJ 
now knows who this is, and has especially noticed the more 
complex talisman around her neck. 


THE WOMAN (CONT'D) 
So fierce you are, Djustine. And so 
sad. Shame your half-sister got the 
better father. Maybe you’d suffer a 
bit less every day. And maybe you’d 
remember. 


DJ takes a more actionable stance, and then sees the four 
gunslingers through the bar window. Now on foot, they’re 

lining-up in the street outside the De Rosa. Their horses 
stand several feet behind them, also in a line. 
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MTRABELLA 
Djustine, who is this woman? 


DJUSTINE 
Looks to me like a fortune teller 
lost her wagon. What’s your 
business here? 


The Woman looks Mirabella over, hard and cold. 


THE WOMAN 
Poor Mirabella. So sweet. Such 
trust in a big sister who can’t be 
bothered. How we all pity her 
loyalty...to a shadow. 


DJ approaches The Woman, stops in front of her. 


THE WOMAN (CONT’D) 
You’re scaring me. 


DJUSTINE 
You’re all in cahoots. You, Jed, 
the Englishman. Figures. 


THE WOMAN 
You killed my lovely Jed. I didn’t 
give you permission to do that. Not 
that I would’ve. 


DJUSTINE 
Bounties are what I do, lady. But I 
only pop those I reckon deserve it. 
Reckon your lovely Jed especially 
deserved it. 


THE WOMAN 
I see. And when I kill Mirabella—? 


DJ pulls her .44 in blindingly quick move. It’s now pointed 
directly at The Woman’s head. 


THE WOMAN (CONT’D) 
Fast. But as I was saying, when I 
kill Mirabella... 


The Woman casually reaches for the sword on her back. DJ 
lowers her .44, aims for The Woman’s left leg, fires. The 
Woman is completely unharmed, unfazed. It’s as if DJ had 
fired a blank: No sparks, ricochets, nothing. 


DJ fires again, this time at The Woman’s right leg. Again, 
nothing happens. Now DJ’s poker face breaks a bit. She lowers 
the .44 barrel slightly, gives a sigh. 
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The Woman’s face is blank as she stares DJ down. The three 
drovers in the back of the bar suddenly get up and run out. 


EXT. FRONT OF DE ROSA 


The minute the three drovers are outside, The Woman’s four 
strange gunmen open fire, killing the three drovers savagely. 


INT. DE ROSA 


DJ is rightly confused. She pulls her other revolver, fires 
at The Woman’s leg again. Nothing. DJ sees a spittoon on the 
floor nearby. She aims, fires. The spittoon is hit hard, 
knocked backward. 


DJUSTINE 
Mirabella, run. Now. 


Mirabella runs for the office door she’d originally walked 
through, enters and closes the door behind her. DJ and The 
Woman stare each other down. 


THE WOMAN 
You can’t hurt me, Djustine. So why 
not return the things you stole? 
And since you seem to work for the 
highest bidder, perhaps I have a 
price for you. 


DJUSTINE 
I’m gonna guess that without that 
talisman you probably ain’t more 
than a painted pony. 


THE WOMAN 
You’re going to work for me whether 
you want to or not. I don’t really 
need Mirabella, though. Funny. That 
makes us the same, doesn’t it? 


She stares at DJ a beat. DJ cocks the .44 and points at The 
Woman’s chest, but in a move that’s something like a skip in 
time, The Woman grabs DJ’s arm with her left hand and pulls 
it violently toward her: DJ’s right hand and arm are now 
behind The Woman’s back. In this position their faces are 
close enough to kiss. They remain this way a couple beats. 


DJUSTINE 
Fast. 


THE WOMAN 
Very. 
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DJ uppercuts with her free left arm, catches The Woman’s jaw 

powerfully. The Woman returns by releasing DJ’s right arm and 
giving a left punch to the face that knocks DJ off her feet, 

over the bar, and into a rack of bottles. DJ’s out cold. 


Satisfied that DJ is incapacitated, The Woman turns and walks 
from the saloon. 


DJ stirs and wakes. She’s disoriented, but clear enough to 
hear The Woman walking away. She gets it together, sneaks 
around to collect her pistols. 


EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF DE ROSA 
The Woman walks and stands behind the four odd gunslingers. 


THE WOMAN 
Behind the bar. Bring her; bring 
the sister. The others can go away. 


A single gunman heads for the saloon entrance. Two 
others—one of them the huge guy with the shotgun—head 
around the back of the saloon. The other gunman crouches-—down 
outside, covers the exit. 


INT. DE ROSA 


DJ has collected her weapons, coolly observes the movements 
and gunman positions outside. She walks quickly and directly 
to the De Rosa main window, fires four shots at the guy 
crouched in the street. The window flies apart, and so does 
the street gunman. When hit, flames fly from his body like 
he’s got liquid fire for blood. 


DJ crouches down as the second gunman peeks from the front 
entrance. His face is odd, slightly reptilian or goat-like. 
DJ squeezes a shot his way, but the door frame gets it. He 
backs off. 


The sound of footfalls from the other two guys rounding the 
saloon are heard 0O.S. DJ holds position when a whip suddenly 
cracks through the broken window, lashes her across the back. 


She drops and rolls, but a second whip flies through, this 
one catches her thigh and stays there. The first whip 
returns, and it strikes her across the pistol arm, knocking 
the .44 out of her right hand. 


She angrily grits in agony, starts firing with the .44 in her 
left hand as she’s drug by the other whip on her thigh toward 
the open window. 
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She fires three times, then a fourth, and then >CLICK<. 
There’s a loud thump outside, and the whips slack-off. 


DJ rolls through glass and her own blood to get behind the 
bar, where she quickly reloads her single revolver. The door 
where Mirabella disappeared opens slowly. DJ sees. 


DJUSTINE 
Mirabella, no! 


A figure steps through the back-office door. Not Mirabella, 
but the third gunman, a real ugly sonofabitch, his face a 
mass of scar tissue. DJ fan-blasts away, four shots. They hit 
the guy every one, including a bullet in the eye. 


This guy, however, doesn’t have flames for blood. More like 
sand pouring out. He shakes his head slowly, steps forward. 
DJ reloads. She rolls backward, he fires. He stands there 
behind the bar, awaiting her next move. 


A bottle suddenly flies through the air from DJ’s position. 
He’s distracted just long enough for her to leap out the 
broken window. He fan-fires, but it’s useless: She’s gone. 


EXT. SIDEWALK IN FRONT OF DE ROSA 


DJ quickly moves toward the saloon entrance. She hugs the 
wall, listens. Something gets her attention. 


DJ turns and looks to the street. There stands The Woman, 
arms folded, simply observing like an impatient spectator. 
DJ's horse, tied nearby, turns and looks at DJ as if asking 
what’s next. 


Ignoring The Woman, DJ calculates something as the sand- 
blooded gunman’s stealthy, slow footfalls approach. DJ 
reaches around her bandolier, pulls one of her half-sticks of 
dynamite. She lights the dynamite, waits, waits... 


She springs into the saloon entrance. There sandman stands, 
smiling, his gun at waist level. She casually tosses the half- 
dynamite at his feet then hauls ass down the sidewalk, hits 
the deck. Sandman looks down... 


EXPLOSION! 


The entire saloon entrance is wiped-out. DJ’s horse is 
shielded from the blast by the adjacent building. DJ stands. 
The second she does so she’s lassoed from behind, around the 
middle-back. She’s jerked violently off her feet. 


There stands the huge, fourth gunman. He reels DJ like a 
fish. With her arms pinned by the lasso, she has no chance. 
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At the last second she manages to stand. She kicks the big 
guy extremely hard. He catches her boot mid-air, spins her 
around like a top. She falls and he’s on her like a spider, 
ties her firm. 


The Woman strolls up, pleased. 


THE WOMAN 
(to big guy) 
The sister? 


DJUSTINE 
She’s got nothin’ to do with this. 


She punches DJ in the face, hard. DJ passes out. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. NARROW CANYON - NIGHT 


With stars and a near full moon above, The Navajo trots along 
in the dark at the bottom of a narrow canyon. 


He stops his horse, looks off to his right toward the top of 
the canyon. He continues his trot, unfazed. 


EXT. TOP OF CANYON 


Jacobi is here, watching The Navajo from the back of a fine 
black stallion. Jacobi reins his stallion, gallops off into 
the dark. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. CANYON EXIT - NIGHT 


The sound of a galloping horse is heard OS. Jacobi and his 
stallion appear, move to the center of the narrow exit and 
stop. The Navajo sits waiting on his horse nearby, no more 
than a pitch-black silhouette against the deep shadows of 
tree and moon. 


JACOBI 
Navajo! I should like to speak with 
you. 
(no response) 
Let me have the box and you may 
continue in peace. 


The Navajo doesn’t move, nor does his horse. Unnatural 
stillness. Jacobi is impatient. 
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JACOBI (CONT'D) 
Did you hear me? 


Jacobi gets that something isn’t right. He slowly walks his 
stallion toward The Navajo. He stops, gracefully and 
dexterously dismounts, approaches The Navajo’s mounted 
Silhouette. But before he can get close, a large murder of 
crows appear from The Navajo’s shape, surprising Jacobi and 
blinding him as they fly directly and nosily around and past. 


When the last crow has gone, so too has The Navajo’s 
Silhouette. Jacobi scans all around, sees no sign of The 
Navajo or anything else. However, he does seem amused. 


TIME CUT: 


EXT. CENTER OF HARGRAVE - NIGHT 


DJ wakes. She’s strung-up in the street outside the De Rosa, 
on a Slanted, cross-planked crucifix. Her hands and feet are 
not nailed but are tied fast with thin leather bands. She’s 

stripped naked, but we do not see her nudity in full. 


The Woman is here, standing by as a now one-armed Stormare 
paints DJ’s body with elaborate ritual patterns. He uses a 
thin brush from a mortar and pestle. The paint is red-black. 


DJ collects her senses. She looks down, sees her predicament, 
sees the big lasso horseman guy standing nearby, as well. 


DJUSTINE 
Where’s my sister? 


THE WOMAN 
Don’t you ever find it odd that no 
one knew your father? Except for 
your mother, of course. 


DJUSTINE 
No, but I do I find it odd bein’ 
tied naked to a wooden cross. 


Stormare is finished painting. He admires his work. 


THE WOMAN 
Your flesh will soon forget itself. 
It will do what I ask, and Djustine 
will be gone. That soul will move 
to its place in the Underworld. 
Your father is there, Djustine. Oh, 
the conversations you’ll have. 
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The Woman touches her talisman with her middle finger, DJ 
with the other hand. The symbols on DJ’s body become luminous 
green, not from outside the physical paint, but from within 
the paint itself. The Woman concentrates, closes her eyes. 


THE WOMAN (CONT'D) 
(amused) 
Ooooo. So many secrets, Djustine. 
And so much pain. And you don’t 
really know any of it. How funny. 


As the symbols glow more brightly, DJ seems impatient. 
Otherwise, she shows nothing. The Woman gets a puzzled look, 
the symbols go completely dim. The Woman opens her eyes, 
truly surprised. She looks back at Stormare, who shakes his 
head with no answer. The Woman is perturbed by his ignorance. 


The Woman starts the process again. The symbols glow as 
before, but nothing happens. Stormare is noticeably 
concerned, perhaps frightened. 


INT. SECOND STORY HARGRAVE ROOM 


In the second floor of a building nearby—and with a view of 
the entire street scene below—male hands load bullets into a 
Winchester '66 rifle. Not ordinary hands, however: These two 
have severe and horrible scars in the center of each palm, as 
if large spikes had at one time been pounded through. 


The still unseen sniper carefully lines a shot on the big 
lasso guy’s head. 


EXT. CENTER OF HARGRAVE 


The symbols on DJ's body go dim again. The Woman is very 
frustrated. She turns to Stormare. 


THE WOMAN 
The paint? 


STORMARE 
It was right. I swear. 


BANG! 


Lasso gunman goes down, his skull blood is similar to the guy 
before: liquid fire, like burning gasoline. A lot of it. 
Stormare bolts the scene, The Woman looks annoyedly around to 
find the sniper. 
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INT. SECOND STORY ROOM 


The unseen sniper lines his shot, blasts DJ’s right-side 
leather foot manacle. Off it goes. 


BANG! 


His next shot blows the left manacle. Then, the sniper 
casually gets up and walks away. 


EXT. CENTER OF HARGRAVE 


DJ doesn’t hesitate: She flips her legs forward and over her 
head. The momentum carries her up and over the top of the 
crucifix. DJ is now on the opposite side of the crucifix. She 
yanks her arm bindings, uses her leg to break one side of the 
crucifix. She uses that hand to free herself. 


However, a piece of the crucifix is still attached to her 
left hand. The many markings on DJ’s flesh, combined with the 
darkness of the town, hide almost all of her nudity. 


There’s a pause as The Woman and DJ stare at one another. DJ 
looks to the De Rosa, but decides otherwise. DJ walks to The 
Woman, seething. The Woman isn’t concerned. DJ reflexively 
punches The Woman in the face: perhaps to both their 
surprise, The Woman is knocked hard off her feet and onto the 
ground. She wipes blood from her lip. 


DJUSTINE 
It bleeds. 


The Woman gets to her feet, defiantly. She eyes DJ with new 
respect. The Woman walks right over to DJ, and a good old 
fashioned fist-and-kick barroom-style brawl begins. No 
martial arts here, just a fight like two brawny dockworkers. 
Both are well matched against the other. 


The Woman tires of the game, pulls her sword from her back 
scabbard. It’s a gleaming, mirror-like falcata. A beautiful 
weapon. The Woman swings expertly, DJ dodges. 


The Woman considers her next move, lunges. DJ sidesteps but 
The Woman cuts her bicep anyway. A scratch, but it smokes and 
burns. DJ is enraged. 


THE WOMAN 
You’11l need to get that blessed. 


The Woman rolls, swings, tries to cut DJ’s legs at the shin. 
DJ jumps and avoids, then spins as The Woman rights herself, 
catching The Woman in the face with the piece of crucifix 
still attached to her arm. 
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The blow hurts, The Woman replies with a punch to DJ’s face, 
and then another sword swing, which DJ avoids by ducking. 


DJ then tackles The Woman, and they wrestle on the ground. DJ 
knees The Woman in the groin, grabs her sword hand. They 
struggle to a standing position, now fighting over the sword. 


DJ does a downward punch with her fist, smashes The Woman 
directly in the forehead. This loosens her grip on the sword 
for just an instant, and DJ manages to twist the sword around 
and impale the woman directly under the left rib. 


The sword easily pierces The Woman and breaks completely 
through her back. DJ angrily buries the blade to the hilt. 
Black blood seeps from the wounds on both sides of The 
Woman’s body. 


DJ knocks the woman off her knees and onto the ground, then 
uses the exposed sword shaft to cut the last leather binding 
from the crucifix. With her minor bicep wound still smoking, 
she fast-walks off toward the De Rosa. 


INT. DE ROSA 


DJ, still nude, returns to the remains of the saloon. She 
sees her revolver on the ground, grabs it, goes to the door 
where Mirabella was hiding. 


DJUSTINE 
Sis? 


DJ opens the door: No Mirabella. 


EXT. CENTER OF HARGRAVE 


The Woman is alive, but suffering. She summons her energy, 
grabs the hilt of the sword and pulls. Covered in black 
blood, the blade withdraws from her body. Finally, it’s out. 
She lies there, gains strength slowly. The Woman then holds 
her talisman in one hand, closes her eyes. She chants softly. 


A black shape slowly grows in front of her. Sounds begin, 
like wind and odd voices combined. The dust around the black 
shadow blows violently, as if a small tornado has hit the 
area. The wind and sound grow intense, and the woman strains 
to keep her eyes closed as her hair is blown wild. 


And then it’s gone. All’s silent. The Woman smiles, seems 
stronger again. 
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EXT. COMMUNITY WELL, CENTER OF HARGRAVE 


Strange noises as something stirs far down inside. Dead 
MEXICAN BANDIT ZOMBIES then emerge from the well in all 
stages of decay and skeletonization, each armed with rifles 
and revolvers in holsters plus knives in scabbards. They’re 
dripping wet from the well water as they crawl from the hole 
like lizards. 


INT. DE ROSA 


DJ looks cautiously out the window of the De Rosa, sees the 
advancing zombie bandits. 


DJUSTINE 
Lovely. 


A sudden loud noise at her feet. She looks down to see a 
tossed sack right next to her, its top slightly open. Inside 
can be seen silvery shapes. 


BILLY 
Lucky you got yourself a .44: Fresh 
outta .38’s. 


DJ turns toward the voice in the dark, sees BILLY RENO, 33, 
obviously the sniper from earlier. He’s truly displaced in 
the Old West, seems more like a fur trader from 1600’s 
Canada, or maybe a Gypsy. He’s well-armed, wears a bandana, 
is extraordinarily square-jaw masculine. 


BILLY (CONT'D) 
Silver bullets. Blessed and marked 
by Father Rivera himself. Only 
thing that’s gonna clean that crew. 
Better be quick, though. 


DJ opens the bag, finds about 30 silver .44 cartridges. She 
quickly loads, but is clearly unhappy. 


DJUSTINE 
Pardon my appearance. Damn it all. 
Got a name? 


BILLY 
Billy Reno. General sent me. 
Supposed to be your escort. 


DJUSTINE 
Why the hell didn’t you do 
somethin’ before now, Reno? 
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BILLY 
Just Billy, ma’am. Got back here 
soon as I could. By the way, I did 
do somethin’. You’re free, ain’t 
ya? Where’s The Navajo? 


DJUSTINE 
I truly have no idea. Seen my 
sister? 

BILLY 


Nope. Just you. 


The zombie bandits open fire. 


EXT. CENTER OF HARGRAVE 


The Undead Mexican Bandits, numbering nine, encircle the De 
Rosa from the streetside, firing with all kinds of weapons: 
Shotgun, rifle, pistol, even bow and arrow. Three of the 
undead break from the group and shamble toward the De Rosa’s 
shattered entrance. 


INT./EXT. DE ROSA & HARGRAVE STREET 


A massive gunfight and small chase. At one point DJ moves to 
an upstairs room, takes a big, colorful poncho off one of the 
destroyed zombies. She wears it, and is no longer nude. 


In the heat of battle a zombie turns to DJ’s horse. It leaps 
on the horse’s rear leg, bites him like a shark and scratches 
him badly, before it’s shaken off and kicked in two. 


The fight continues, ends with all the zombies destroyed and 
both DJ and Billy wounded, but not badly. 


EXT. CENTER OF HARGRAVE 


The Woman, in good shape now, stands in the street with 
Mirabella, who’s down on her knees. DJ sees, runs out with 
pistol drawn and pointed. Billy runs after her. 


BILLY 
Don’t! That’s just what she wants! 


DJ fires. A heart shot. The silver bullet doesn’t disappear 
like the lead ones did before: It penetrates The Woman’s 
sternum, directly between her breasts. It sticks there, 
partly exposed. 
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The Woman looks at the bullet, looks at Djustine, then pulls 
the hot silver from her sternum, examines it. 


THE WOMAN 
Ooo0o0, Silver. Very cute. 


DJUSTINE 
(firm) 
Let her go. 


The Woman bends down and whispers something into Mirabella’s 
ear, then raises. 


THE WOMAN 
Okay. 


Mirabella stands, walks back to DJ. Never taking her eyes 
from The Woman, DJ gently pushes Mirabella behind her, acting 
as a human shield. But The Woman just turns and walks away, 
then stops and looks directly back at DJ. She kind of 
giggles, resumes walking. 


DJUSTINE 
(to Mirabella) 
You okay? 


MTRABELLA 
Yes, of course. 


They embrace. 


DJUSTINE 
What did she say to you just now? 


MIRABELLA 
I don’t know. I couldn’t hear. 
(irritable) 
I’m really, really tired. 


BILLY 
She needs rest. Hell, we all do. 
Good spot outside town. Near a 
crick. We can bed down 


DJUSTINE 
We? 


BILLY 
Yes, ma’am. As I said, the General 
ordered me to escort you and 
whomever else to Father Rivera’s 
place, and possibly beyond. Til The 
Navajo gets back, I’m your second. 
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DJUSTINE 
You make a good one, I’1ll say that. 
How do you know the General? 


BILLY 
Uses my services from time to time. 
I do think we should leave your 
Sister in his care til we’re on the 
other side of all this. 
DJUSTINE 
Might be best. Definitely got a 
fight comin’. 
Djustine sees the wounds on her horse’s back-left thigh. 


DJUSTINE (CONT’D) 
Aw, hell! Horse! 


She runs over to him, examines the gashes. Billy follows. The 
scratches and deep bites already show odd infection. 


BILLY 
Got some healin’ salve in my pack. 


The Horse looks back at DJ with a wild eye. She strokes him. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. UNKNOWN DESERT MESA -— PRE-DAWN 

The Navajo makes way across a flat, open mesa. He stops, 
closes his eyes, smells the air. Satisfied, he moves toward 
the rising sun. 

EXT. EDGE OF WASH - DAWN 

The Navajo rides to the edge of a deep gash in the mesa, a 
large natural wash. In the growing daylight he dismounts and 
ties his horse to a creosote bush (aka chaparral). He walks 
to the edge of the wash, scans below him. Then, he jumps. 
EXT. WASH WALLS 

The Navajo does a dusty slide down the near vertical loose 
dirt of the wash walls, like a surfer. 


EXT. BOTTOM OF WASH 


Landing at the bottom, The Navajo brushes-off, walks forward. 
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Directly in the center of the wash is a medium-sized 
traditional hogan (hexagonal Navajo house). The hogan 
entrance faces the rising sun. A chimney smokes and a small 
water well is seen to the left. There’s a tiny corral to the 
right with a single Paint, similar to The Navajo’s mount. 


An unusually large MOUNTAIN LION (COUGAR) suddenly walks from 
behind the hogan. The big cat is female, has radiant blue 
eyes. It moves casually toward The Navajo and situates itself 
mid-way between to the hogan entrance. The cougar then sits 
and stares at The Navajo. The Navajo sits as well, closes his 
eyes, goes into silent prayer. He makes occasional gestures 
with his hands. A few beats later the cougar seems satisfied. 
It stands, walks back the way it came. 


The hogan’s door opens. There stands WAR CHIEF SPERRAWESLEY, 
89, an ancient, wizened Navajo with a cup of tea. The man has 
a regal and noble quality; his attire is simple but elegant. 


NOTE: ALL DIALOGUE BETWEEN WAR CHIEF AND THE NAVAJO TO BE 
SPOKEN IN TRADITIONAL DINE, WITH SUBTITLES. 


WAR CHIEF 
You were not killed by the she- 
cougar. Too bad. What does she know 
that I do not? 


THE NAVAJO 
Greetings to my once and always War 
Chief. May the gods keep you. 


War Chief quietly walks toward The Navajo. He stands directly 
before him for a beat, then violently backhands The Navajo 
with his free hand. The Navajo accepts the humiliation. 


WAR CHIEF 
The gods may keep me, but what will 
they do with you? Be away from me, 
and do not return. 


THE NAVAJO 
My Chief. We must smoke. And talk. 
There is danger near. Great danger. 


WAR CHIEF 
Danger is the White Devil and the 
most powerful of all Hatatii who 
chooses to ride with him. You are 
no use to the Navajo. 


NOTE: Hatatii are Navajo “Singers” and Medicine Men. 


THE NAVAJO 
You are wrong, my Chief. 
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WAR CHIEF 
Why should I not kill you for such 
disrespect? 


THE NAVAJO 
Because my other words will then go 
unheard. And if they do, all Navajo 
will die. All white men will die. 
Or worse. 


War Chief Sperrawesley looks at The Navajo long and hard. 


WAR CHIEF 
You have brought dishonor, but I 
sense you now speak true. Let us 
smoke, then, while I still have 
some small doubt about letting the 
she-cougar devour your flesh as the 
ants watch and wait for their 
share. Come. 


They walk together to the hogan entrance. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. CREEKSIDE CAMP —- MORNING 


A small campfire. DJ, Mirabella, and Billy’s horses are tied 
near. DJ’s horse is noticeably more pale, however. DJ sleeps 
fully clothed on the ground, hat off. Billy sleeps clothed, 
sitting against a tree. Mirabella’s not here. 


DJ wakes, gets up and walks to her horse. The wounds are 
nasty, and the horse is suffering. 


DJUSTINE 
Horse, I done all I can. You gotta 
pull the rest. 


DJ hears a rock plunk into the creek. She turns to see 
Mirabella sitting at the bank of the creek, her back to camp. 


EXT. CREEK BANK 


DJ approaches Mirabella, sits beside her. 


DJUSTINE 
Everything okay? 


MTRABELLA 
Just thinking. Horse is going to 
die, isn’t he? 
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DJUSTINE 
He’s hurt pretty bad. But he’1ll 
deliver. Always does. 


MIRABELLA 
You'll leave again, won’t you? 


DJUSTINE 
Not much choice. 


MIRABELLA 
You could choose. You just won’t. 
No choice, no responsibility. 


DJUSTINE 
I own everything I do and say. With 
no regret. 


MIRABELLA 
Really? That is very convenient for 
you, isn’t it? 


DJUSTINE 
Tt's actually not. I didn’t ask for 
the life I have, but I do lead it. 
Don’t ever think that it doesn’t 
pain me to do so. 


MIRABELLA 
I’m sorry. I’m just really, really 
tired for some reason. 


DJ puts her arm around Mirabella, in a comforting way. 


DJUSTINE 
When this is over, I promise I’11 
find a way to get things normal. 
Live like regular folk. I just 
worry about bein’ able to do that. 


Mirabella’s face suddenly transforms to a hideous, raging she- 
demon. It’s still unmistakably Mirabella, but she’s clearly 
possessed by something not of this earth: Snake-slit eyes, 
sharp teeth, scales, wild hair, etc. 


Mirabella shrieks, bites-down toward DJ, but DJ reflexively 
rolls backward. Mirabella claws at her. She and DJ fight hand- 
to-hand, mostly with DJ struggling not to hurt Mirabella, 
though Mirabella is absolutely trying to kill DJ. 


Billy wakes off this, runs over to assist. He tries to pry 
Mirabella from DJ, but only succeeds in being knocked 
violently into the creek. 
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As Billy exits the creek in a run for the campsite, Mirabella 
savagely bites DJ on the shoulder with her newfound sharp 
mouthful of teeth. DJ knocks Mirabella away before too much 
flesh is rended. 


EXT. CREEKSIDE CAMP 
Billy quickly loads his rifle with silver bullets. 


DJUSTINE (0.S.) 
Do not shoot! 


Billy ignores her, is now locked and loaded. 


EXT. CREEK BANK 
DJ and the Mirabella demon circle one another now. 


BILLY 
(marching forward) 
I gotta shoot, DJ. And you know it. 


DJUSTINE 
You will not! 


Billy is noticeably frustrated. Conflicted. He then casually 
tosses the rifle toward DJ’s feet. 


BILLY 
Then you will. 


There’s a moment of pause in DJ’s eyes, but then she lunges 
for the rifle, gets it. Mirabella springs like a jackal, 
knocks DJ to the ground. She and DJ struggle. 


Finally, DJ slowly moves the rifle barrel under Mirabella’s 
chin, and with blank eyes, fires. Mirabella is dead. 


There’s a long beat as DJ just sits and stares at what she’s 
done. DJ stands, her face stone. She looks at Billy, who’s 
staring at Mirabella’s demonic corpse. Djustine walks over to 
him, pulls her revolver, cocks it, holds it pointed at 
Billy’s forehead. They stay this way a couple beats. 


BILLY (CONT'D) 
Djustine, I’m truly sorry. 


DJUSTINE 
Like hell. You boys got me ina 
fight I surely didn’t ask for. And 
my sister died from it. 
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BILLY 
We’re all trying to stop this, 
Djustine. And it has to be stopped. 
We’re all gonna be victims here til 
we do somethin’ about it. 


DJ considers his words, lowers her pistol. She walks over and 
sits next to her sister’s body, stares a couple beats. 


DJUSTINE 
Ground’s soft. 


DJ takes Mirabella’s hand, holds it. 


BILLY 
T’ll help ya. 


He walks off toward his horse. DJ’s eyes are flame. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. HARGRAVE - DAY 


Jacobi arrives back in Hargrave, but the scene is nothing 
like before. It’s unnaturally dark and foreboding. Bodies of 
townspeople are scattered here and there in the street. A 
woman is hung by the neck from the top of the De Rosa. 


Jacobi doesn’t pay much mind. He heads for the chapel in the 
corner of town. Tied outside are two mounts: A mule anda 
magnificent white stallion— like Jacobi’s, but finer. 


INT. HARGRAVE CHAPEL 


Dark, shadowy. All the pews have been moved against the 
walls. Half-shattered whiskey bottles are filled with wax and 
lit as candles. Odd colors and reflections result. The Woman 
is here, relaxed and drinking from a goblet near the head of 
the chapel. Plates of Mexican food rest on wooden platters 
atop what used to be the altar. There with them sits 
Stormare, who studies a large book of maps and diagrams. 


Jacobi enters, heads toward the front of the chapel. 
JACOBI 
I don’t think The Navajo has either 


the scrolls or the talisman. 


THE WOMAN 
Is that what he told you? 
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JACOBI 
I think perhaps you underestimate 
his power. 


THE WOMAN 
Mm. Look on the table. 


Jacobi walks to a small table with various arcane items. 
Among them is the warped silver bullet The Woman earlier 
pulled from her sternum. Jacobi examines it. 


ANGLE OF: BULLET, showing it’s more than just a slightly 
malformed silver slug. It has distinctive markings of the 
Christian cross, plus tiny, engraved arcane symbols. 


THE WOMAN (CONT'D) 
What can you tell me about it? 


JACOBI 
Been some years since I last saw 
one of these. Father Rivera, most 
likely. A fool. Fancies himself a 
vintner now, or so I’ve heard. 


The Woman nods, then rises and walks toward a stained glass 
window. She’s bathed in its odd light and that from the 
broken bottles. She touches the window, holds her finger 
there. A small crack appears and spreads a few inches. She 
Sighs, as if very tired. 


THE WOMAN 
When I first came to this country 
it wasn’t really a country at all. 
You British were close to the end. 
Thanks to the French, of course. 
This would all have been so simple 
then. Go visit Rivera. 


Jacobi nods. 


CUT TO: 


INT. WAR CHIEF’S HOGAN - DAY 

The hogan reflects the once great station of its occupant: 

A chief’s headdress hangs on a wall, all the furnishings are 
much above average. Walls hold various painted tapestries on 


animal skins, most of them small. 


War Chief Sperrawesley and The Navajo smoke together. 


THE NAVAJO 
The War Chief’s tobacco is 
excellent, as always. 


WAR CHIEF 
Even in exile, a chief has ways. 
(beat) 
This evil you speak of, upon our 
land. 


THE NAVAJO 
It is in the land of the white man 
as well. 


WAR CHIEF 
The whites have no land that was 
not already ours. 


THE NAVAJO 
Agreed. But that is not important. 
What now effects one effects both. 
We must join to defeat this foe, 
just as the foe has itself joined 
white magic and our magic as one. 


WAR CHIEF 
Mm. This witch woman. Who the hell 
is she? Where does she come from? 


THE NAVAJO 
The spirits tell me she is froma 
land across the great ocean, 
perhaps from another time. 


WAR CHIEF 
She must have a center of power, 
this witch. Do you know it? 


THE NAVAJO 
Yes. Talismans from the times of 
the Anasazi. I have seen one, and 
the spirits tell me of the other. 
In the one I saw, she had somehow 
bound the god Coyote. 


WAR CHIEF 
Coyote?! To bind such a powerful 
god: that power is not Navajo. 


THE NAVAJO 
There is another Anasazi talisman, 
worn by the witch herself. In this 
talisman she has bound Malsumis. 
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WAR CHIEF 
But he is Algonquin. 
(distant, dire) 
Since the time when men and women 
were made from the dust, Malsumis 
has wanted us all dead and removed 
from the earth. 


THE NAVAJO 
The Woman seems to want the same. 


WAR CHIEF 
You and I could perhaps trick 
Coyote into leaving the land, but 
we cannot hope to challenge 
Malsumis. It matters little, 
however: You cannot destroy any 
talisman that has been bound to a 
god or demon. No mortal can. 


THE NAVAJO 
But another god could do so. 

WAR CHIEF 
I do not happen to know any gods. 
Do you? 

THE NAVAJO 


In the Cave of Knowing, there will 
be an answer. 


The Chief looks at The Navajo incredulously, then has a good, 
hearty laugh. 


WAR CHIEF 

You are powerful Hatatii, but not 
that powerful! Neizghani would 
strike you spirit-dead with the 
very force you seek from him. 

(beat) 
And how will you come to know where 
the cave entrance will appear on a 
given day? Only Chiefs may go to 
The Place of Asking. I cannot leave 
this place, and I cannot give you 
the map! It would be against the 
will of the ancients to do so. 


THE NAVAJO 
I have new ways to ask, and a new 
bargain to make with the ancients. 
You must allow me the map. 
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WAR CHIEF 
A bargain?! At best you would only 
be killed or tricked. 


THE NAVAJO 
To atone for once leaving my Navajo 
brothers and sisters, I will risk 
Neizghani. If I die, it will be for 
justice. If I live, the same. 


The War Chief considers his words, drills The Navajo with his 
eyes and mind. He sighs deeply. 


WAR CHIEF 
The map to The Place of Asking is 
there behind you. That will be your 
beginning. And perhaps your ending. 


The War Chief points to a small tapestry with constellation- 
like patterns and lines. The Navajo looks over his shoulder, 
sees the tapestry, then turns and smiles. 


WAR CHIEF (CONT’D) 
Hiding in plain sight will often 
confuse the enemy. Or the friend. 
Just don’t tell them where you got 
it. I have enough problems. 


Sperrawesley stands. He considers The Navajo sternly. 


WAR CHIEF (CONT’D) 
For leaving the Navajo in their 
time of need, you deserve death. 
But your heart is sincere. You will 
probably not return. If so, then 
your crimes will be closed. I bless 
your travel. 


The Navajo stands, takes the tapestry from the wall, rolls it 
quickly, turns back to the War Chief. They regard each other 
with respect. The Navajo moves toward the hogan exit. 


WAR CHIEF (CONT’D) 
Hatatii! Just one more thing: If 
you do return, don’t jump down the 
canyon walls anymore. You got dirt 
all over the damned place! 


The Navajo and the War Chief smile at one another. The Navajo 
leaves the hogan. 


CUT TO: 
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EXT. CREEKSIDE CAMP - DAY 


Mirabella’s burial: DJ and Billy pat final shovels on a mound 
of fresh soil, just inside a grove of trees beyond the 
campsite and in view of the creek. DJ plants the shovel 
standing straight up. She looks around. 


DJUSTINE 
I need a minute. 


Billy tips his hat, walks off. DJ drops to a knee, removes 
her hat. She picks a single flower growing nearby, plants it 
on Mirabella’s mound. 


DJUSTINE (CONT’D) 
I’1l be back for ya. And I promise 
to go see mom once this is all 
sorted out. Reckon there’s some 
evenin’-up to do with that woman. 
You sleep nice. I do love you. 


With tears in her eyes, DJ rises. She puts her hat on, wipes 
her face, walks away. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. DESERT MOUNTAINS —- DAY 


Various shots of DJ and Billy riding hard as they cross the 
terrain en route to the General. At one point DJ looks back 
at her horse’s wounds. They’ve gotten worse, and she can no 
longer keep pace with Billy. 


EXT. HILLSIDE - DAY 
DJ and Billy round a hillside at full speed, find themselves 
facing Sheriff Keith and his posse, who are busy watering 


their own horses at a gathering tank. 


DJUSTINE 
Turn around! 


Billy doesn’t question. He and DJ wildly reign their horses 
backward as the Sheriff’s men respond with gunfire. 
EXT. DESERTS AND LIGHT WOODS - DAY 


An old fashioned horse chase, with gunfire. DJ and Billy do 
not shoot back, however. DJ’s horse looks very pale. 
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The chase runs to a small river. DJ and Billy get their 
horses to swim across. It’s as deep as is possible for a 
horse to swim, quite perilous. DJ’s horse struggles. They’re 
almost to the other side when Keith’s posse appears on the 
previous shore. Shots zip around DJ and Billy. As Billy 
exits, he’s shot in the left thigh. It’s a substantial hit. 


They continue to ride, and Keith’s posse watches from the 
opposite shore. Some of Keith’s men are crossing. 


KEITH 
Get back here, they’re long gone! 
C’mon, get outta the water! 
(to his deputy) 
Ain’t there a bridge couple miles 
north? 


DEPUTY 
Is. But that gives ‘em a jump. 


KEITH 
They already got a jump. And they 
won’t expect it from the east. 


The posse moves out. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. SCRUBBY HILLS AND WOODS - DAY 
DJ and Billy make their escape, until... 
BILLY 
I gotta stop. 
EXT. GROVE 
Billy pulls off the trail, his thigh soaked in blood. DJ 
follows into a grove of light trees. Billy stops, painfully 


dismounts, collapses. He’s conscious, though. 


DJ dismounts, goes to him. She inspects the wound, pulls her 
knife and cuts-away the fabric of his pants. 


DJUSTINE 
Passed clean through. 


She pulls a canteen, pours water on the wound, cleans it a 
bit. She’s a little puzzled. 


ANGLE OF: Billy’s wound. A clean bullet hole that obviously 
missed the bone...but it’s not bleeding. 
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BACK TO: DJ, wiping the wound further. 


DJUSTINE (CONT’D) 
Can you ride? 


BILLY 
(distressed) 
Gotta rest a minute. Always the 
worst part, right here. 


DJUSTINE 
I see. Been shot much? 


BILLY 
Yes and no. 


DJ sees Billy’s hands, notes the huge circular scars. She 
says nothing. She looks at his leg wound: The bullet holes 
are gone, both sides. And, no bleeding. 


DJUSTINE 
You seem to have an unnatural 
constitution. 


BILLY 
Yeah. Alright, let’s move. 


DJ helps him up. He’s in much better condition, even with 
blood-soaked pants. 


DJUSTINE 
Have to tell me just how you do 
that sometime. 


There’s a horrible sound O.S. It’s DJ’s horse. 


The Horse is trembling, and is a blue-white color now, laced 


with black veins and capillary patterns. The Horse collapses, 


falls on its side. 


DJ dashes over. The Horse lies there with open mouth, 
breathing hard, wheezing. The wounds on his thigh are 
abominable to behold. DJ kneels, strokes his face. 


BILLY (0.S.) 
Best to put him down. 


DJUSTINE 
Poor feller. Yes, I do have some 
experience with horses, thank you. 


BILLY 
sorry. 


63. 


DJ takes a final moment with Horse. 


DJUSTINE 
Wish there was another way, Horse. 


She stands, pulls her revolver. But before she can shoot, 
Horse is already dead. 


BILLY 
We can double on mine. Rivera might 
have a spare he can hand us. 


DJUSTINE 
Lemme get my saddle. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. ROCKY LANDSCAPE - DAY 


Traversing an expansive vista that’s unlike any we’ve seen so 
far, The Navajo trots along. 


EXT. SLOPING HILLSIDE 


The Navajo trots to the top of a small incline, looks around 
a bit. He sees something, rides off that direction. 


TIME CUT: 


EXT. THE PLACE OF ASKING - AFTERNOON 


The Navajo finds a high place overlooking a deep valley, a 
stone-hewn, living room sized cleared area. It’s something 
like a balcony with rough makeshift steps attached. There’s a 
body of water in the distant b.g., and petroglyphs lace the 
site in a very beautiful and ancient configuration. 


Holding the skin tapestry he got from the War Chief, The 
Navajo dismounts, walks the stairs, examines the flat area 
with respect. He pulls his Medicine Bundle. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. FATHER RIVERA’S CHURCH -— LATE AFTERNOON 


DJ and Billy, doubled on Billy’s horse, ride up to a tiny 
adobe/Spanish-style church with bell tower, all by itself 
near a hill. To the right side is a corral full of mangy wild 
horses, burros, and mules, with a small stable/barn beyond. 
To the other side is a tangled-looking vineyard. 
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A couple of CHURCH HELPERS tend the corral and stable. They 
wear plain, cream-colored robes. Hoods obscure their faces. 
DJ and Billy stop and dismount, then lead Billy’s horse 
toward the corral. 


INT. RIVERA’S CHURCH 


DJ and Billy enter. With his back to them at a table of 
candles is FATHER RIVERA, 67. White, somewhat dirty robes 
accented with gold and black. From their POV, Rivera seems to 
be praying. 


DJ and Billy remove their hats. Rivera either has not noticed 
or does not care that they’ve entered. They wait for a 
moment, DJ clears her throat. 


Rivera turns, looks a lot like Ian Holm. Far from praying, he 
has a small bottle of bourbon in hand. He quickly caps it, 
does a Hail Mary, puts the bottle in his robe. 


RIVERA 
Well, hello! You must be Djustine. 
But I don’t know you. 


BILLY 
Billy Reno’s the name, sir. 


RIVERA 
Oh, Reno, yes. The General 
mentioned you’d be along. You must 
be hungry. I expect the General 
himself to arrive any time, now. 


A door at the back of the small church opens, another church 
helper emerges. Well, it could be another, since this one 
looks exactly the same as the two outside. 


RIVERA (CONT’D) 


(to helper) 
Food, please. And water. For our 
guests. 

(back) 


Very well, would you like to see 
the operation, then? 


DJUSTINE 
— 


RIVERA 
Excellent! This way, please. 


He motions them to the door at the back of the church. DJ and 
then Billy pass through, Rivera follows. 
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INT. CLOISTER 
Rivera bolts the door behind them. 


RIVERA 
Come. 


Rivera moves forward to a dead end room. DJ and Billy look at 
the empty space, confused. Rivera brushes some dirt from the 
floor, pulls a hidden rung. A cover lifts and slides, one 
cleverly painted to appear exactly like a patch of floor. 


RIVERA (CONT’D) 
After me. 


Down he goes, into the floor. DJ and Billy shrug at one 
another, then follow. 


INT. RIVERA WINE CELLAR 


DJ and Billy climb down the ladder into an earthen wine 
cellar. Bottle after oddball bottle. Not all that well 
appointed, frankly, and a little unkempt. 


RIVERA 
My personal vintages. Lot of work, 
here. Some better that others. 


Rivera grabs a half-full bottle from off the floor. He pulls 
the cork. 


RIVERA (CONT’D) 
Care to? 


DJUSTINE 
Not in the mood, Father, sorry. 


RIVERA 
Cheers. 


Rivera takes a swig, winces. 


RIVERA (CONT’D) 
Oh, dear. Forgot about that one. 


He tosses the bottle, it breaks 0O.S. They follow as he 
scurries off. 
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INT. RIVERA CATACOMBS 


A mine/cavern system. The corridors go this way and that, 
carefully lit with candles in glass containers of various 
color. The place is reinforced with wood. Rivera walks ahead 
of them, toward a well-lit room. 


INT. SILVER BULLET WORKSHOP 


A couple more of the identical looking church helpers here. 
Among them are smelts, tables of tools, loading machines, 
molds and forms, crates of casings, gunpowder kegs, and other 
such stuff for bullet manufacture. 


Father Rivera finds a completed product, shows them. 


RIVERA 
Every bullet is blessed and then 
carved with the sacred cross and 
other such protection. It will kill 
most undead and will slay or turn 
away many demons. Only the more 
powerful are unaffected. 


DJUSTINE 
We know. 

RIVERA 
Oh, you do? Well, then, no need to 
explain. 

DJUSTINE 


Father, why would you even create 
these items? 


RIVERA 

Because the General asked me to. 
DJUSTINE 

Did he? 
RIVERA 


The Woman! Her arrival has made it 
quite necessary. 


DJUSTINE 
I see. Who is she? 


RIVERA 
(reluctant) 
She does not fancy to share the 
earth with the rest of us. Is there 
more to know? 


DJ’s look tells him there is. 


RIVERA (CONT’D) 
Well. She was found in the remains 
of a New England shipwreck, you 
see. She was nigh on eight years at 
the time. Dutch ship. She had no 
knowledge at all of her past. 


DJUSTINE 
Ironic. 


RIVERA 
She was taken and raised by a 
writer of fiction, in 
Massachusetts. He dabbled 
in...unholy words and ideas. He 
beat her terribly. Abused her in 
unspeakable ways. Everyone has said 
as much, anyhow. She grew to hate 
him, and the rest of the world as 
well. This is all I know and I’m 
not sure it’s even true. 


BILLY 
What year was that shipwreck, 
Father? 
RIVERA 
Well, let me see. Four...carry the 
two...add six... 1761, I believe. 
DJUSTINE 


Ninety years ago?! 


RIVERA 
Oh, yes, well, it must be clear to 
you by now that she’s not exactly 
human. Not completely. 


DJ and Billy consider the words. 


DJUSTINE 
Father. Not to change the subject, 
but we are in need of a horse. 


FATHER 
A horse?! Bah. You don’t want any 
of my stock, trust me. Most are 
barely built for common chores. 


BILLY 
Fine ridin’ double awhile. 
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There’s a sound of a church bell above. 


RIVERA 
The General! Let us away. 


Rivera scurries off. 


INT. RIVERA’S CHURCH 


Rivera, DJ, and Billy arrive in time to see the General 
entering with his men, perhaps eight soldiers who look like 
cowboys. Guitar Cowboy is with them, far in the back. 


THE GENERAL 
Djustine! How wonderful. And Billy! 
All does go to plan. 


DJ isn’t so cheerful. She looks daggers the General’s way. 


THE GENERAL (CONT'D) 
Djustine, we must talk. Gentlemen? 


TIME CUT: 


EXT. NEAR RIVERA’S CORRAL - LATE AFTERNOON 


The General’s horses are here, along with at least four pack 
mules ready for burden, and the Guitar Cowboy buckboard. The 
buckboard is being unloaded of unknown cargo by a few Church 
Helpers. The General carries a rolled parchment. He and DJ 
walk the grounds. The General looks for something. 


They stand on the border of a garden and the tiny vineyard. 


THE GENERAL 
Used to practice my sharpshooting 
here. A very long time ago. 


DJUSTINE 
That’s real interesting, General, 
but you have yet to explain your 
lies and deceit. 


THE GENERAL 
(hands the 
rolled parchment) 
New instructions. A way to possibly 
turn all tides. And, a reward for 
loyalty, if successful. 
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DJUSTINE 
I wish no further association with 
you or yours. 


She hands the parchment back, he doesn’t take it. 


THE GENERAL 
(smiling) 
Djustine, clearly you do not yet 
understand. 


DJUSTINE 
I understand my sister’s dead. That 
all sorts of ungodly evil is upon 
the land, likely by your hand. That 
The Navajo hasn’t returned. That— 


THE GENERAL 

I am deeply sorry, and very, very 
angry about Mirabella. The Woman 
will be held to account. 

(not happy) 
I am a military man, Djustine. And 
while you are out chasing villains 
for pay, living day-to-day on the 
edge of the world, I am defending 
the land from hidden infection. 
Yes, it’s true: I sent you headlong 
into battle, as the fine, fine 
warrior you are. Which, I remind 
you, was not all that hard to do, 
with the proper payment. 


She makes a hard right jab at his face, he takes it on the 
mouth. She swings again, he catches her arm from the air and 
pins it against her. But he does so artfully, without malice, 
and it is very clear from the action that the General is 
substantially more powerful, physically, than Dd. 


Their faces are close. DJ seethes. He regards her with 
curiosity and compassion. The General has a split lip, which 
bleeds. He ignores it. 


THE GENERAL (CONT’D) 
It was not ever my intent to put 
your beloved sister in harm’s way. 
I will do what I can to correct it. 
If we are successful against The 
Woman. 


He releases her. A couple beats as she stares him down. 
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DJUSTINE 
Just don’t ask forgiveness. Ever. 
For there will be none. 


THE GENERAL 
To be addressed at a later time. 
Now, if you’re done expressing your 
love and admiration, allow me to 
tell you what this map is all 
about. Listen closely. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. THE PLACE OF ASKING —- NEAR SUNSET 


Long shadows. The Navajo sits in the flat balcony area, a 
circle of red, black, and white sand drawn before him. In the 
center of the circle is the skin tapestry map from War Chief. 


The Navajo chants softly. He uses his rattle in one hand, 
repeatedly holds and drops small animal bones with the other 
He closes his eyes, makes gestures with the rattle hand. He 
breathes deeply, opens his eyes. 


Standing on the rocks at the edge of the flat area, directly 
across from him, is a large coyote. Its coat, however, is not 
the normal yellow/tan of the common desert dog. This one is 
silky black with silver and tan accents which form distinct 
patterns. The black matches the fur of Jed’s talisman. 


The coyote simply sits staring at The Navajo, whose head is 
now raised in reverence and semi-awe. The coyote walks 
forward, lays elegantly opposite the circle from The Navajo. 
It crosses its paws when it does so, looking quite regal. 


The Navajo closes his eyes, silently chants to himself. The 
coyote looks at the skin tapestry, then looks back to The 
Navajo. Peacefully, The Navajo opens his eyes. He moves his 
free hand toward the map, and as if reaching through the 
dark, senses the right spot to touch. 


The coyote yelps at him, but the tone and tenor of the yelp 
is more like...approval. 


The coyote stands, regards The Navajo one last time. The 
Navajo bows his head, the coyote trots away over the rocks, 
disappears. The Navajo looks at the spot he’s touched, a 
random area on a mountain range. 
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THE NAVAJO 
(in Navajo) 
And in thanks, I will do what I can 
to free you from The Woman’s 
talisman, god Coyote. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. RIVERA’S CHURCH - SUNSET 


The General and his men prep to leave, the weighed-down pack 
mules and a loaded buckboard with them. 


THE GENERAL 
Fine batch of ammunition, Father. I 
fear we shall surely put it to use. 


RIVERA 
I’1l get on a new one, immediately! 
(turns to DJ and 
Billy) 
Supper and bed? 


DJ 
Just for the night, Father. 


RIVERA 
Excellent. 


THE GENERAL 
Djustine? Thank you. And, good 
luck. May the skies and stars favor 
your footsteps. Yours as well, 
Billy. Well, then. 


The General, in the lead, takes off with a couple men behind 
him. Then comes Guitar Cowboy on his loaded buckboard, who 
smiles at the group. The rest of the men follow and they all 
ride away. 


BILLY 
Care to fill me in? 

DJUSTINE 
Later. 

RIVERA 


Food and then bed! A proper way to 
live, indeed. 


He’s off to the church, DJ and Billy follow. 


CUT TO: 
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INT. RIVERA CATACOMBS - NIGHT 


Djustine sleeps partly under the blankets of a comfy cot ina 
room carved from the earth. It’s a nice little space, with a 
couple small candles giving just enough light. There is no 
door to the room, so it’s completely open to the hallway. A 
couple small bookshelves and other items decorate. 


DJ's clothes are neatly folded on a small table beside the 
cot, and she’s nude under the blanket, though we do not see. 


Billy appears in her doorway. He’s in his shirt, but it’s 
open. He’s shoeless, but wear pants. He observes DJ. She 
turns-over in the cot, revealing a bit of body. Billy likes 
what he sees. 


DJ restlessly rolls over again, more blanket slips off, but 
not too much. Billy smiles, shakes his head. She rolls yet 
again, and Billy seems almost puzzled. This time, there’s as 
much flesh revealed as can be without revealing everything. 


DJUSTINE 
(does not open 
her eyes) 
How many more times do I have to 
roll around before you get over 
here? 


Billy is shocked, to say the least. 
DJUSTINE (CONT’D) 
(opens her eyes) 


Well? 


BILLY 
I was just...walkin’ by. 


DJUSTINE 
Well, stop. 


Billy eases over, cautiously. He stands before DJ’s cot, 
kneels directly in front of her. She reaches up and grabs him 
by the shirt, pulls him to her mouth. They kiss wildly. Billy 
takes his cue, but DJ’s definitely in the lead. 


TIME CUT: 


EXT. MOON CANYON - DEEP NIGHT 


The Navajo rides along in the dark, his world illuminated by 
a near full moon. He stops, looks around, then gallops off. 
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EXT. NARROWS 


Now trotting, The Navajo enters a narrow area with a dry 
stream. A faint sound grows OS. The Navajo stops. He looks up 
to the left. Above in the rocks is a cave entrance, a gaping 
black hole. Ghostly, barely perceptible sounds issue from the 
cave, a mix of faint voices and strange winds. The Navajo 
dismounts, walks/climbs the walls of the narrows. 


EXT. CAVE OF KNOWING 
The sound coming from the cave entrance is nothing short of 
haunted: Voices, winds, odd tones. The Navajo arrives here, 


stands as if before God. He bows his head reverently, then 
proceeds into the cave. 


TIME CUT: 


EXT. RIVERA’S CHURCH - DAWN - ESTABLISHING 


A fine day. 


INT. CATACOMBS; DJUSTINE’S ROOM 

With a nice, dreamy smile, Billy sleeps in DJ’s cot. She’s 
not there. A cup of cold water splashes suddenly his eyes, 
and he wakes with a start. There stands Father Rivera, a 
stern look on his face. 


RIVERA 
No one sleeps after sun-up! 


Rivera leaves. And there stands DJ in the b.g., clothed and 
ready, leaning on the doorway with a steaming cup of coffee 
in hand. She’s loving the sight before her. 


DJUSTINE 
Pleasant dreams? 


BILLY 
Didn’t have the time. 


DJUSTINE 
Funny. Get yourself ready. Partner. 


TIME CUT: 


EXT. RIVERA’S CHURCH - MORNING 


DJ and Billy haul-ass outta there. 
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The two are doubled on Billy’s horse, with DJ’s saddle on the 
rear as before. Rivera stands with church workers. They all 
wave goodbye. 


RIVERA 
Lovely people. 
(yells) 
Via con Dios! 


CUT TO: 


EXT. LIGHT WOODY MOUNTAIN TRAIL —- DAY 


DJ and Billy ride hard. Suddenly down the trail from them 
appears a horse: Purest black, with strange, dark eyes. Its 
mane and hooves are even more black than its coat. It looks 
malevolent and dangerous. Some of its white highlights give 
it a skeletal appearance, but this horse is beautifully 
muscled and healthy. 


The horse moves on an obvious intercept, trotting casually. 
Billy stops. He and DJ observe the horse as it too stops, 
regarding them with steamy chortling. The horse whinnies. The 
sound is unearthly, chilling. Its teeth are perfect, 
brilliant white bone. 


DJUSTINE 
God in heaven. 


BILLY 
Or hell. 


The horse turns in a circle, and we see, on its left-rear 
thigh, scars that’ve unnaturally healed...the exact scars of 
DJ’s dun. 


DJUSTINE 
Horse? 


The horse perks-up immediately, walks directly toward them. 
Billy’s horse has no adverse reaction. This close, we see 
clearly that it is in fact Horse, now one of the undead. His 
eyes are wild, black like the night sky. 


DJ feels in her vest, finds a sugar cube. She tries to hand 
it to Horse. He sniffs, has no interest. He whinnies at her, 
shakes his head. 


DJUSTINE (CONT’D) 
Okay, buddy. 
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She dismounts, walks cautiously to Horse. He’s clearly happy 
to see her, and impatient, too. He nudges her to mount. DJ 
runs her hand down his body. She can’t believe any of this. 


DJ goes back to Billy’s horse, grabs her saddle. She returns, 
starts properly saddling Horse. 


BILLY 
You sure about this? 


DJUSTINE 
Very. He’s a bit cold to the touch, 
but it’s still him. 


BILLY 
Well. Interestin’ day already. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. HARGRAVE - DAY - ESTABLISHING 

Unnaturally dark and foreboding for daylight, like a 70’s day- 
for-night effect. 

INT. CHAPEL 

The Woman sits on the floor in deep concentration. Her eyes 
open, she stares straight ahead. She stands and exits. 

EXT. HARGRAVE CHAPEL 

The Woman walks from the chapel, stands just in front of it. 
With hand on her talisman, she closes her eyes and focuses. 
EXT. AROUND HARGRAVE - VARIOUS SHOTS 

The bodies of the dead begin to “wake” and rise. As they do, 
she points to a corral off behind the building adjacent to 


the chapel. And in they go, one by one, as The Woman watches. 


TIME CUT: 


EXT. RIVERA’S CHURCH - AFTERNOON 


Nothing much going on, until four riders appear on the hills 
behind. It’s Jacobi and Stormare, with two of Stormare’s 
“assistants”. Jacobi eyes the church with contempt, motions 
his companions forward. They all trot down. 
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INT. RIVERA CATACOMBS 


In his workshop, Rivera lightly carves a completed silver 
bullet with a super-precise tool. He silently blesses the 
bullet, sets it aside with several others completed. Also 
here are three bottles of his wine, two of them unopened. An 
empty glass and half-full glass sit beside them. 


There’s a shriek followed by silence O.S. Rivera stands. 


RIVERA 
Here, now! 


Nothing. Rivera moves toward the open doorway. Just before 
he’s there, Jacobi eases into view. Rivera is stunned. 


RIVERA (CONT’D) 
What is this?! 


JACOBI 
Is this the way we greet old 
friends, Rivera? 
(no answer) 
Well, it hardly matters. Where is 
Djustine and that...trader person 
she’s traveling with? 


RIVERA 
Those references are unfamiliar. 


JACOBI 
I see. And is General McKesson also 
a name you’ve never heard? 


Rivera says nothing. Jacobi notices the silver bullets, walks 
over to them. 


RIVERA 
Those are not for you! 


Jacobi takes an unopened bottle of wine from the table, 
examines its crude label. 


JACOBI 
Was it a good year? 
(beat) 
Father, we know the General was 
here not a day ago. We know 
Djustine was here. What are their 
plans together, tell me...? 


Rivera says nothing, stands defiantly. Another shriek is 
quickly silenced 0.S. Rivera reacts to this with anger. 
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RIVERA 
Condemned filth of Hell! This is 
the house of God! How dare you 
pollute it with violence! Go away 
from here, immediately! 


Jacobi says nothing. He casually walks and stands before 
Rivera. And then, he swings the wine bottle and breaks it on 
the side of Rivera’s head. 


Rivera screams and falls. With the broken bottle neck in 
hand, Jacobi powerfully picks Rivera from the ground, puts 
him against the wall and dispassionately stabs Rivera’s 
shoulder/clavicle with the jagged end of the bottle. 


He twists it. Rivera cries out. 


JACOBI 
The Woman requires the return of 
her property. What has Djustine 
done with it? 


Rivera, in agony and still stunned from the blow to the head, 
says nothing. Jacobi twists the bottle again, Rivera screams. 
On this, Stormare and his two accomplices appear in the 
doorway. Stormare’s mouth is bloody. 


RIVERA 
They left! That’s all I know! 


JACOBI 
Speak and end this pain. Else I 
will let Stormare there finish-off 
whomever of your helpers he has not 
already killed. Do you want that on 
your conscience, man of God? 


Rivera weighs all this against his pain. 


RIVERA 
(with hatred) 
The General has what you seek. At 
his estate. 


JACOBI 
And Djustine is with him now? 


Rivera hesitates. Jacobi presses the broken bottle again. 


RIVERA 
The General sent them to the Hicks 
River. Near Connolly Junction. A 
riverboat. I do not know why. 


1% 


JACOBI 
There is no riverboat on the Hicks. 


Rivera is weakening, turning whiter and bluer. 


RIVERA 
Abandoned... 


Jacobi considers this, then pulls the broken bottle from 
Rivera’s shoulder. Jacobi drops the bottle neck, walks out. 
Rivera, wound flowing, falls to his knees, white-blue. 


INT. RIVERA CATACOMBS 


Jacobi addresses Stormare. In the b.g. is the body of one of 
the church helpers, pinned high against a wall with a large 
knife through the head. 


JACOBI 
Do you know the Hicks River? 


STORMARE 
I know Connolly Junction. 


JACOBI 
Good. Take your...companions and 
finish Djustine. And the other one, 
as well. 


STORMARE 
They have silver. 


JACOBI 
And you have a great gift. Use it. 
When finished, head directly for 
the General’s estate. Go! 


Stormare and his two companions rush from the catacombs. 
Jacobi stoically returns to Rivera’s workshop. There lies 
Rivera, dead, his eyes open and a pool of blood around him. 


Jacobi moves to the bullet table, examines one, then takes an 
opened bottle of wine. He uncorks, sniffs, takes the one 
clean glass and pours himself a serving. He drinks, is quite 
pleasantly surprised. 


JACOBI (CONT'D) 
Oh, yes, very nice, indeed. 


TIME CUT: 
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EXT. HICKS RIVER - NIGHT 


Full moon over. Clear, calm, silent. DJ and Billy round a 
hill and see a hulking black shape on the riverbank below: 


An abandoned riverboat/showboat, similar in construction to 
the Spirit of Sacramento. Partially sunk but mostly intact, 
it’s grounded on the shoreline. Two thin smokestacks rise 
from the stern, one of them broken. The paddlewheel is a 
spider web of wreckage. Shutters hang, window are open, the 
decks are ruined and weathered. 


Adding to the oddity, the entire traversable structure is 
slightly Dutch-angled, being partly sunk and all. 


DJ and Billy stop. The only sound is the river, some creaks 
from the ship, a slight wind. 


BILLY 
I wager we ain’t takin’ a cruise. 


They cautiously move toward the riverboat, which is not 
unlike a beached haunted mansion. There’s a name on the side, 
in faded red woodcut: SS KAMINSKI. 


The boat is easily accessible from shore. They dismount, tie 
horses, grab a couple of bullseye lanterns and prep them. 
With unlit lantern in one hand and her .44 in the other, DJ 
steps gingerly onto the boat’s canted deck. 


DJUSTINE 
Follow. 


She quietly walks toward the stern, Billy moves with pistol 
drawn and unlit lantern, carefully looking things over. DJ 
finds an open doorway into the dark. Billy joins her. 


INT. RIVERBOAT 


DJ enters, cautiously looks around. Light from the moon finds 
way here and there through holes and spaces. 


DJUSTINE 
Light ‘em. 


They stop and light the lanterns. As they do so, there’s a 
sudden thump ahead of them. They both freeze, on alert. 
Boards creak, then it’s quiet. DJ eases forward, Billy keeps 
cover behind them. 
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BILLY 
We’re at serious disadvantage here. 


TIME CUT: 


INT. RIVERBOAT CORRIDOR - NIGHT 


Brightly lit bullseye lanterns in hand, DJ and Billy stalk 
the innards of the boat. They round a corner, find a 
beautiful door marked “Kazanjian Suite”. 


DJUSTINE 
Here we are. 


Billy tries it: locked. He pulls a little kit of some kind, 
picks the lock. 


INT. RIVERBOAT KAZANJIAN SUITE 


A forbidding space. Dusty, with moonlight filtering from its 
shuttered windows and a still intact skylight. Stylish and 
Gothic. Right in the middle is a small spiral stair of 
wrought iron and wood, going up. 


DJ carefully looks around at the furnishings: Library, 
sitting areas, a bar. Billy goes to the bar, pulls a bottle 
of whiskey. He opens and smells, then takes a swig. Pleased, 
he takes the bottle. 


A door slams somewhere deep in the riverboat. They stop. 
Billy shows no emotion, takes another drink of whiskey. 


BILLY 
Again, we are at serious 
disadvantage. As are the horses. 


DJ points up, they ascend the iron stair. 


INT. RIVERBOAT SUITE BEDROOM 


The spiral stair empties into a very nice bedroom. Nice, 
except for the evidence of murder all around: Walls are 
literally splattered with rust-colored bloodstains, the bed 
is horrifically drowned in gore, dried pools cover the floor. 
Even the curtains are bloody with handprints and struggle. 


DJUSTINE 
An unhappy ending. 


On this, the horses tied outside begin to howl and whinny. 
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There’s a loud thump on the roof of the suite, and one from 
the hall. They place their lanterns on a small table, crouch 
down in the shadows together, weapons ready. 


The remains of the skylight above them suddenly fill with 
darkness as a massive form crashes through and falls with 
power and grace onto the deck directly between them. It’s a 
7’ ABOMINATION on two legs, a wolf/human hybrid with 
reptilian accents and glowing blue and green pupils. 


In a split-second flash, WE SEE it has rows of yellowed and 
jagged fangs, wears an earring through a pointy red ear. It 
also has tattoos on parts of its shaved arms and chest. 


Before DJ gets a shot the thing instantly lashes her, knocks 
her down and across the floor, slashing her upper arm. It 
turns to Billy, who fires just as the thing swipes and knocks 
his revolver away. 


DJ recovers, pulls her second revolver, fan-fires all six 
shots into the thing’s back. It stops instantly, then falls 
hard and sideways onto a floor rug, dead. When it hits the 
ground its extreme weight smashes the floorboards around its 
shoulder and under the rug. 


DJ and Billy hear heavy footfalls running away. They go over 
to examine the wolf/reptile creature. As they watch, it seems 
to turn inside out like a reversible sweater. In a moment or 
two there’s an olive-skinned man lying at their feet who 
looks more like a guy from a far out pirate ship. 


BILLY 
Ink and earrings are somewhat 
typical of seafarers down Louisiana 
way. In those parts they call a 
feller like this “Loup Garou”. 


DJUSTINE 
Skin-walker. 


BILLY 
No, that’s a different dog. This 
one here’s a bona fide Loup Garou. 
I should know...’cause once upon a 
time, I was one myself. 


Billy holds up his hand, shows the giant circular palm scar. 


DJUSTINE 
You mighta mentioned it. A story 
for later, no doubt. Then what 
about the hairy weirdo in Hargrave? 
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BILLY 
That feller? Now he’s a skin- 
walker. Ain’t Navajo, that’s for 
sure, so don’t ask me how it works. 


DJ notices the odd hole in the wood under the dead man’s 
shoulder. She lifts the carpet, comically rolls the dead man 
off, pulls the carpet aside. She lifts one of the broken 
floorboards. Underneath is a small space and then a solid 
wooden surface. 


A lid. DJ pulls the lid open, and therein lies the treasure. 
WE DO NOT SEE IT. 


DJUSTINE 
Remarkable machinery. But how would 
one carry such a thing around? 


BILLY 
Maybe in a coffin? 


DJ looks at him like he’s crazy, motions for him to assist. 
She then replaces the lid and together they lift a very 
nondescript, featureless oak box from the floorboards. It’s 
not really heavy, just awkward. 


On the deck above them is the sound of someone running. And 
then again, on the deck to starboard. Whoever’s out there, 
they’re clearly positioning around the two. 


DJ points to the door. She and Billy grab their lanterns, 
head for the hallway. Outside, there’s a ladder going up to 
the roof. She goes, he follows. 


EXT. RIVERBOAT ROOF 
The Hicks river sparkles and the full moon shines. 


Footfalls can be heard here and there around the boat. 
Suddenly below them, through a hole in the roof, comes 
another Loup Garou (werewolf). It grabs Billy’s calf ina 
lightning move, yanks him down onto the roof, hard. However, 
Billy doesn’t slip into the hole. 


Billy drops his lantern, though. It falls and breaks 
somewhere inside the riverboat below. DJ and Billy open fire 
on the Loup Garou. It flops lifelessly backward, lands 
directly in Billy’s lantern fire. The blaze spreads. 


DJUSTINE 
We gotta fish that box out. 
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They rush off, carefully navigate the many holes in the roof. 
Billy hits a weak spot and violently crashes through the roof 
to an unseen floor below. DJ can’t help him. 


DJUSTINE (CONT'D) 
Billy! 


BILLY 
Hell, I’m alright. Go on without 
me. I’1l find ya from down here. 


BANG! Gunfire below her. Four shots. She’s desperate to help, 
but can’t see a thing. Two more shots, this time further 
inside the boat. 


DJUSTINE 
Sonofabitch. Billy! 


Nothing. Flames are rising all around now. DJ goes to the 
approximate spot where they entered from shore, lays on her 
stomach and sneaks a look to the bottom deck. 


Surprise! Another man-animal is here, looking up. This one 
has only one eye: The other eye is a hollow socket with a 
huge gash running vertical through it. The creature grabs DJ 
by the head, pulls her from the second floor and crashes her 
down on the lower deck. 


DJ's pistol is knocked from her hand. Her other, holstered 
pistol falls out and is kicked down the deck by the creature. 
Her hat goes flying. 


But this is no Loup Garou in front of her. It’s Stormare. 
He’s in full skin-walker mode, but as with all skin-walkers, 
doesn’t quite have the wolf aspect correct: Stormare’s own 
features are clear here and there, and his one remaining arm 
isn’t fully transformed. 


DJ pulls the silver dagger from before, holds it at ready. 
Stormare sees it, but this time is wary. 


STORMARE 
That worked. Once. 


They square-off. All the while the boat is burning faster 
next to them. 


STORMARE (CONT’D) 
Your friend is dead, by the way. 
Burned alive. Now how about that? 


DJUSTINE 
Just tell me you didn’t eat the 
horses. 
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STORMARE 
(disgusted) 
Only a peasant eats horse. 


Stormare swipes at her like a lighting bolt, his claws 
narrowly missing. He claws again, and they’re back to 
squaring-off. And then DJ suddenly stops and realizes: 


She throws the dagger at Stormare. It sticks in his chest, 
easily and deeply. His expression goes wild, he freezes. DJ 
wastes no time, rushes to collect her pistols. 


Skin-walker Stormare is changing back to human form as he 
stands immobile in death. He falls slowly backward, tumbles 
over the deck and into the river. 


BILLY (0.S.) 
Djustine! 


DJUSTINE 
Where the hell are you? 


BILLY 
Can’t get outta this damned thing! 
Head back to the suite and toss 
down a rope! 


DJ has her pistols now. She jumps to shore and runs to her 
horse. She grabs some rope. She runs back to the riverboat 


deck, flames, fire and smoke eat the old boat alive. She runs 
back the way she and Billy originally entered. 


INT. RIVERBOAT KAZANJIAN SUITE 


DJ finds herself back at the suite, still intact but speckled 
with growing flames. She sprints up the iron stairs. 


INT. SUITE BEDROOM 
As she enters, she hears... 


BILLY (0.S.) 
Hey, I’m out! Meet me on shore! 


DJUSTINE 
Damn you! 


She starts rapidly back down the stairs, but then remembers. 
She looks over at the box. She thinks for a second. She runs 
to the box, ties it with the rope. 
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EXT. RIVERBOAT/SHORE - NIGHT 


With the riverboat burning behind her, DJ emerges. She’s 
dragging an oak box by a rope over her shoulder. The box is 
Singed, as is she. Billy’s here, and he’s pretty singed, too. 


DJUSTINE 
I oughta slug you. 


She drags the box to shore as the flaming riverboat begins to 
collapse. She and Billy watch, somewhat in awe. 


BILLY 
Get a couple’a steaks. 


DJUSTINE 
Funny. 
(beat) 
Reckon the General’s about to need 
us. And this. Let’s get it outta 
the box, though. Too damned bulky. 


TIME CUT: 


EXT. STARRY LANDSCAPES - NIGHT 


DJ and Billy ride. DJ has tied the contents of the oak box 
behind her saddle. It’s larger than a bedroll but similar in 
shape, and it’s handily covered with obscuring canvas. 


TIME CUT: 


EXT. WEST GATE OF THE GENERAL’S ESTATE - MORNING 


DJ and Billy ride up to the General’s west gate. Smoke is in 
the sky. Many guards and signs of battle. The fenceline is 
destroyed in places, fires burn in the b.g. Bodies are all 
about, some human, some not. 


DJ and Billy tip their hats, are allowed entrance with no 
words exchanged. The men do take note of DJ’s “new” horse. 


EXT. MCKESSON’S ESTATE 


DJ and Billy arrive at the main house, which is somewhat 
damaged. Lots of activity and quite a few more soldiers than 
before. The General emerges to greet DJ and Billy. He looks 
tired, but fit. 
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THE GENERAL 
I cannot tell you the pleasure it 
brings, seeing you before me. 


DJUSTINE 
Common battle now, General. Not 
especially here for you. 


THE GENERAL 
And that’s fine, long as you are 
indeed here. Apart from the curious 
change in your horse, anything else 
at hand? 


DJUSTINE 
I do have the item you sought. 


THE GENERAL 
Outstanding. As you can see, The 
Woman’s forces arrived last night, 
and she with them. Not much in the 
way of trained warriors, but the 
numbers were substantial. Since 
they failed to retrieve the 
talisman or the scrolls, I do 
expect another unholy visit this 
evening. And if I know her at all, 
it will be a far larger affair. 


BILLY 
Maybe not, General. How many of 
these critters you suppose she can 
bring about? 


THE GENERAL 
Oh, I don’t know, Billy: How many 
folks do you suppose the trials of 
this area of the world have 
consumed over the years? Not all 
dead are confined to graveyards. 


DJUSTINE 
We’re ready. But we do need rest. 


THE GENERAL 
Your quarters are prepared. 


The General moves round to the back of her horse, lifts the 
canvas to see the item. He places his hand on it, smiles. On 
this, RECRUIT #1 rides up hard. 
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RECRUIT #1 
General! We got a funny-lookin’ 
Indian at the east gate, says he’s 
expected. Won’t leave. Should we 
shoot him? 


DJUSTINE 
What’s his name, soldier? 


RECRUIT #1 
Says he ain’t got one, ma’am. 


THE GENERAL 
Allow him entry, immediately. 


The Recruit salutes, burns off to the gate. 


BILLY 
Good timin’. 


THE GENERAL 
That depends entirely upon what it 
is that brings him back. Now then, 
you should water those horses and 
rest ’em. And then yourselves. 


DJUSTINE 
Mine don’t seem to need rest nor 
water anymore, General. Not sure 
what he needs. Seems happy enough. 


On this, the horse issues its odd, unearthly sound. 


THE GENERAL 
Indeed. 


BILLY 
Would you look at that. 


They turn the direction of Billy’s stare. Trotting to the 
estate is The Navajo. However, with a few changes. 


Both he and his horse are in quasi-ceremonial garb and 
face/body paint. The Navajo’s hair is pure white, and his 
face noticeably older. He rides up to the trio who stand and 
watch. He regards them carefully. Very noticeable tied to his 
horse is a skin-wrapped, slender and lengthy item. Likely a 
spear, given its size. 


THE NAVAJO 
I’m here to bust heads. 


A few beats in silence, and then... 


DJUSTINE 
What happened? 


THE NAVAJO 
I paid a price for bein’ a fool. 
And, for seeing things no man 
should see. Or woman. 


THE GENERAL 
Do you require anything, friend? 


THE NAVAJO 
A spot on the roof with a clear 
view in every direction. And some 
of that Apiti Mexican grub. 


THE GENERAL 
By all means. Should I ask what you 
intend to do on the roof? 


THE NAVAJO 
Allow the ancient gods to do their 
bidding, through me. In exchange, 
General, you’1ll surrender Jed’s 
talisman and the scrolls. 


THE GENERAL 
Since you plan to destroy them, 
correct? No deal. 


THE NAVAJO 
I don’t believe they belong to you, 
Sir. And if you want my help, you 
agree now or I walk. 


DJUSTINE 
And I go with him. 


THE GENERAL 
Would you really? 


The General doesn’t like the checkmate, but over several 
beats his face reveals he’s got no choice. 


THE GENERAL (CONT’D) 
Agreed. But I proceed in your 
described manner both reluctantly 
and under protest. 


THE NAVAJO 
Long as you proceed, General. 


The estate worker arrives. 


89. 


THE GENERAL 
Take him to the roof terrace. Honor 
and fulfill any request. 


WORKER 
Yes, sir. 
(to The Navajo) 
Sir? 


THE NAVAJO 
Damned if he didn’t call me “sir” 


With that, they’re off. 


THE GENERAL 
Very well, you two rest while I 
attend other matters. My man at the 
house will see to you. 


They move off to their separate tasks. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. GRAVEYARD - AFTERNOON 


A random, Gothic, Old West graveyard with shadows of 
afternoon and an overcast sky. All is still. 


The ground begins to move all around the graveyard. Rotted 
hands and limbs break the surface in every imaginable 
configuration: Big, small, clothed, skeletal. Nearby is The 
Woman. Parked behind her is a small black carriage drawn by a 
pair of black stallions. 


Jacobi rides up. The Woman points to her right, the rising 
undead shuffle off that direction, but not before tearing a 
hole through the graveyard fence. 


JACOBI 
Stormare has failed to return. I’m 
not sure what it means. 


THE WOMAN 
In a few hours it won’t matter at 
all. This world that loves darkness 
will know the tides of the truly 
dark. An unfeeling world only 
deserves to be ruined. Don’t you 
find that? 

(beat) 
(MORE) 
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THE WOMAN (CONT’D) 
I have a special task for you, 
constable. Something stealthy. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. THE GENERAL’S ESTATE —- DUSK 


The sky is clear and stunning as daylight leaves the land. 


EXT. ROOF OF ESTATE 


The Navajo sits on the roof of the estate in the center of a 

Medicine circle made from lines of green and yellow sand with 
red markings here and there. He’s in full Medicine dress and 

paint with his eyes closed, deep in ritual. Beside him is the 
wrapped item from his horse. 


EXT. ESTATE GROUNDS 


Men and equipment are positioned for battle, with rifles and 
burning torches all around. Along the perimeters of the 
estate are even more burning torches, providing meager but 
helpful illumination. There’s a single cannon as well, manned 
with two CANNON CREW. 


The General rides on horseback, carrying sword in scabbard 
and pistols in holsters. Djustine and Billy appear, Billy 
with an ammunition bag strapped over a shoulder. They’re both 
carrying the canvas-wrapped item from the boat to a point 
near the anticipated front line. In the b.g. Guitar Cowboy 
softly strums a slow version of “The Battle Hymn of The 
Republic”. It echoes through the entire scene. 


DJ and Billy pull the canvas from the item. Now we see it: 
It’s a cream-gold colored gatling gun, similar to other 
gatling guns of the era except for its sleekness and highly 
compact size: Only three feet long and yet it has six barrels 
fully encased. 


A bronze plate across its barrel housing says: “Colt Bulldog 
Prototype No. 2187”. There’s also an enclosed, top-loading, 
circular magazine: The bullet feeder. DJ pulls the magazine, 
hands it to Billy. 


DJUSTINE 
Load us some silver, sweetness. All 
the way to the top. 


Distant gunfire, O.S. Everyone turns to the source. More 
shots, and then more. 
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On the crest of the hill from the eastern gate, the dark 
silhouette of a zombie mob appears. At least twenty of them, 
shambling toward the estate at varied speeds. Billy is busy 
cramming silver cartridges into the Bulldog’s top-loader. 


THE GENERAL 
Cannon at ready! 


The cannon crew gets their aim coordinated. 


THE GENERAL (CONT’D) 
As I said, they aren’t much in the 
way of warriors. Observe how 
they’ve clustered. Easy pickins. 


CANNON CREW #1 
Cannon ready, sir! 


THE GENERAL 
Fire at will. 


The first round is lit, and BANG! the cannon shot sails 
through the air. It hits the zombie mob dead center, blows at 
least eight of them apart. 


And now DJ pulls the Bulldog. She holds it well, looking 
particularly lethal. Billy hands her the top-loader. 


DJUSTINE 
General, allow me. 


She smacks the top-loader onto the Bulldog, walks fearlessly 
forward to face the 12 charging zombies. She gets to a 
position she feels is right, opens fire. 


With orange-red flames spouting from the muzzle, the Bulldog 
and DJ mow the mob of zombies down like they were cardboard. 
It’s over in a flash. Everyone is silently stunned. 


THE NAVAJO (0.S.) 
Hey DJ, could you keep the noise 
down? I’m busy up here. 


She turns and looks up at The Navajo, incredulously. He winks 
at her. She smiles. And then... 


CANNON CREW #1 
My God. 


In the last light of the day and with a full moon rising, the 
entire crest from end to end shows advancing creatures. It’s 
a major attack. 
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THE GENERAL 
Cannon at ready! 


CANNON CREW #1 
Cannon ready, sir! 


THE GENERAL 
Billy, I would prefer if you joined 
the rear guard and help us avoid a 
flanking action. Not that I 
scarcely think this harpy capable 
of such basic military maneuvers. 
But just in case. 


BILLY 
Yessir. 


Billy moves toward the back of the estate. DJ walks over, 
reloads the Bulldog magazine. 


THE GENERAL 
Truly a shame there’s no spare 
magazine. 


DJUSTINE 
Holds about a hundred. Looks like 
we'll need it all. More’n once. 


As night falls, the battle begins. 


Loup Garou, zombies, and unidentified creatures come from all 
angles, plus quite a few black-clad cowboys who behave like 
automatons. The landscape is Gothic, chaotic, bizarre. 


Djustine is the star of the show as she obliterates rank 
after rank with her Bulldog. The General barks orders and 
fights various creatures with sword and pistol. 


At one point DJ tires of being a ground-pounder: She 
instructs a SOLDIER to hold the Bulldog for a moment as she 
calls Horse, who hears her from the opposite side of the 
estate. Horse arrives, DJ mounts up, the soldier hands her 
the Bulldog, and she’s now a mobile assault unit. 


The attack continues. 


EXT. REAR OF ESTATE - NIGHT 


Billy is here, behind some sandbags. He’s carefully picking- 
off sneaky targets approaching under the glow of the torches, 
from the rear. 
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Jacobi appears in the dark behind him. In the chaos, Billy 
doesn’t see or hear. Jacobi walks quietly behind Billy, has a 
wicked silver daggers in both hands. He stands behind Billy, 
observes with contempt. 


Billy senses, but too late: Jacobi powerfully plunges the 
daggers into Billy’s back, piercing his heart. And just to be 
sure, Jacobi then brutally pounds the daggers into Billy’s 
neck, piercing him all the way through to the larynx. 


Billy dies immediately. Jacobi looks around. He sees The 
Navajo on the estate roof. Jacobi walks back into the night. 


EXT. ESTATE FRONTAGE - NIGHT 


As the cannon crew loads a shot they’re overrun by three 
zombies. The General assists by hacking the zombies and 
shooting the others. One of them manages to pull the General 
off his horse, however, but the General makes quick work of 
the thing, hand-to-hand. 


EXT. KNOLL - NIGHT 


The Woman appears on the knoll directly across from the 
estate main door. She directs attacks and re-animates the 
General’s own dead to work against him. 


EXT. ROOF OF ESTATE 


The Woman’s appearance is what The Navajo has waited for. The 
Navajo lifts two little piles of red sand with either hand, 
lets them fall in front of him. He then turns over his hands, 
opens his eyes and directs his upturned palms toward The 
Woman on the knoll. 


EXT. KNOLL 


Spectral forms appear around The Woman, barely seen 
white/black-colored entities. They immediately lay hold of 
her. For a moment it seems they may have her in check: As her 
concentration falters, absolutely all of the zombies and 
other creatures in her control become notably confused. 


EXT. ROOF 


Jacobi appears in the dark behind The Navajo. The tips of his 
daggers are under his sleeve as he cautiously approaches. 
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EXT. KNOLL 


The Woman is furious at being held by the spectres. She 
suddenly stops moving, focuses. Some kind of power courses 
over her. 


EXT. ROOF 


The Navajo is clearly struggling to maintain his magic 
against The Woman. His concentration is locked. 


Jacobi comes silently behind The Navajo now, prepared to 
strike. He’s almost upon him when a large eagle appears from 
the dark, flying directly at Jacobi’s face, talons extended 
and ready. The eagle shrieks, Jacobi reflexively puts his 
dagger hand defensively in front of him. 


The Navajo’s concentration fails. 


EXT. KNOLL 


The Woman angrily breaks free of the marauding spectres, and 
she’s none too happy. 


EXT. EASTERN CREST OF MCKESSON ESTATE 


The crest between the Eastern McKesson gate and the estate 
itself. An eagle shrieks 0.S. and Jacobi is suddenly 
transported here, in the same position he was in on the roof. 


Jacobi lowers his hands. Far away, he can see the torches and 
hear the gunfire around the General’s estate, from which he 
came. Beside him here is the black carriage of The Woman, a 
BLACK-CLAD COWBOY DRIVER in wait. Jacobi, infuriated, climbs 
onto the carriage. 


JACOBI 
(to driver) 
You’re dismissed. 


The cowboy jumps off the carriage, Jacobi takes the reins and 
drives madly back to the estate. 

EXT. KNOLL 

In anger, The Woman grabs her talisman. All the assaulting 


creatures become controlled again. She forces a bunch of 
creatures to break-off their attacks and focus on The Navajo. 
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EXT. ESTATE WALLS 


Creatures climb the walls to The Navajo’s position. Onto the 
roof they go, but The Navajo is tranquil as he concocts a 
spell. They rush The Navajo, but as soon as they touch his 
outer Medicine circle they disintegrate to flying bones. 


EXT. GROUNDS 


DJ, now on foot, slaps a newly loaded magazine onto the 
Bulldog and walks toward the knoll. She does not see a 
particularly wicked-looking ZOMBIE DROVER stalking her, meat 
cleavers in hand. Dead Drover’s almost upon her when there’s 
a musical SMACK! Off goes the Drover’s head from a massive 
blow by Guitar Cowboy’s instrument. 


DJ hears, turns, sees what happened. Guitar Cowboy stands 
smiling his gap-toothed smile, his guitar undamaged. 


DJUSTINE 
Much obliged. 


EXT ROOF OF ESTATE 


The Navajo unwraps his long, slender item. It’s a magnificent 
War spear, very plain but powerful-looking. The spear tip is 
half black, half white. Gold and silver bands wrap it halfway 
down. They’re covered with Navajo pictographs. 


The Navajo points the spear at the sky. His Medicine circle 
is hit by a shock of some kind, and disappears to the wind. 


EXT. FRONT OF ESTATE/ROOF OF ESTATE - INTERCUTS 


The Woman approaches beneath The Navajo’s position. But there 
stands Djustine in the way, Bulldog ready. 


DJUSTINE 
Love your perfume. 


DJ sprays The Woman with the gatling gun. The bullets hit but 
have little effect. However, they definitely do damage...and 
in the great swarm of silver The Woman falls backward, her 
outfit and flesh ripped apart by the hail. 


And then, CLICKCLICKCLICK...empty mag. 
The Woman, laced with silver slugs and torn skin/clothing, 


approaches DJ, pulls her falcata sword from its scabbard. DJ 
drops the Bulldog, gets ready to fight with her fists. 


96. 


The Navajo stands, his hair flying in a gale that seems to be 
there, but not. He walks to the edge of the roof, sees the 
Woman below. He doesn’t miss a beat, casts the spear her way. 


The Spear falls in what seems to be slow motion. And then the 
entire path between The Navajo’s hand and The Woman’s 
talisman becomes a conduit of violently crisscrossing white 
and blue lightning. 


The spear is gone. At The Woman’s talisman, the lightning 
takes the shape of a fiery, electric blob, grasping and 
crushing the talisman. 


But the lighting suddenly arcs through The Woman’s falcata, 
hits DJ in the chest. DJ is blown backwards through the air, 
falls hard, is knocked-out. 


The lightening “hand” completely crushes The Woman’s 
talisman. It detonates fiercely, blows The Woman to the 
ground, knocks her out. The lightning then lashes back and 
engulfs The Navajo. As we watch he’s aged substantially more 
than previous. The lightening then goes away into the sky. 
The Navajo collapses. 


The undead and other enemies now seem lost and confused. Many 
run away, or simply stand in place, to be shot. 


In this chaos, The Woman’s carriage, driven by Jacobi, speeds 
to the scene, stops in a lurch. Jacobi jumps from the 
Carriage and collects The Woman from the ground. He puts her 
in the carriage as the General and some of his remaining men 
get nearer, on horseback. 


Jacobi scales the carriage and reins the horses as the 
General and his men open fire. Jacobi speeds into the night. 
Some of the General’s men give chase. 


THE GENERAL 
Wait! Allow a moment to pass and 
then follow that foul carriage at a 
safe distance. Report where it 
goes. We will then take the battle 
to away from here. 


Djustine regains consciousness. 


THE GENERAL (CONT’D) 
Assist her! 


She sits-up, a bit dazed. She looks around, whistles for her 
horse. A couple of the General’s men try to help her up, but 
she gives them a dirty look and stands on her own. 
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DJUSTINE 
I think we lost The Navajo. 


The General points his men to the roof. They dash off to the 
house. The General dismounts, approaches DJ. 


THE GENERAL 
We’ve won, Djustine. 


DJUSTINE 
She’s still alive. Until she’s not, 
it’1ll just go on and on. 


There’s a whinny, and DJ’s zombie horse shows. He’s got a 
bunch of chicken feathers around his mouth. 


DJUSTINE (CONT’D) 
Where on earth have you been? 


THE GENERAL 
In my chicken coop, by the look. 
Well, then, I guess we know the 
meal he favors. 


DJUSTINE 
Chicken-eatin’ horse. Beats all. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. MCKESSON ESTATE - MORNING 


A scene of incredible destruction, including the cannon. 


INT. GUEST QUARTERS 


Djustine and the General hover above a bed where The Navajo 
lays. He’s cleaned-up but still looks pretty bad. He’s 
unconscious, looks to have added 20 years to himself since we 


first saw him. 


DJUSTINE 
Terrible. If we get outta this at 
all, it’s because of him. 


THE GENERAL 
And you. And Billy. 


DJ looks at the General gravely. 


THE GENERAL (CONT’D) 
Don’t worry, Djustine. Billy can’t 
be far. 
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On this, another of the General’s men bursts into the room. 


THE GENERAL’S MAN #2 
General, we got her! She’s holed-up 
in the church, back at Hargrave. 
Her and the Englishman. 


DJUSTINE 
Have you or your men seen Billy? 


THE GENERAL’S MAN #2 
The big feller, with the bandana? 
He’s dead. Got it through the back 
of the neck with a— 


THE GENERAL 
Enough, soldier! 


THE GENERAL’S MAN #2 
Yessir! Um, orders, sir? 


THE GENERAL 
Leave us. 


THE GENERAL’S MAN #2 
Yessir. 


He leaves. DJ stares into space, her eyes unreadable. 


THE GENERAL 
I shall miss him dearly. 


Djustine walks to The Navajo, lays her hand on his heart. She 
turns and leaves, doesn’t look at the General. 


TIME CUT: 


EXT. DESERTS AND LOW MOUNTAINS - VARIOUS SHOTS 


DJ hauls-ass across the high mountain deserts. Several shots 
in succession, with light graduating to longer shadows of 
afternoon. And then... 


EXT. HILLS OUTSIDE HARGRAVE - AFTERNOON 
Sheriff Keith and his men at the top of a hill, ina 
makeshift camp on a coffee break. Keith sees a figure riding 


in the canyon below at full gallop. 


KEITH 
I will be damned. 
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He pulls a collapsible telescope, has a look. It’s DJ. 


KEITH (CONT'D) 
Saddle up! 


CUT TO: 


EXT. ENTRANCE TO HARGRAVE - AFTERNOON 


DJ approaches the street where the De Rosa sits, her gatling 
gun at ready. The place is even more surreal and Gothic, 
shadowy and odd. DJ proceeds with caution. 


EXT. TRAILS NEAR HARGRAVE 


Sheriff Keith and his men in hot pursuit. They pass the 
population sign from before. It now reads: POPULATION 0. 


EXT. HARGRAVE 


DJ, gatling gun on her shoulder, dismounts several buildings 
away from the De Rosa. 


She doesn’t tie her horse, instead instructs him to stay with 
a motion of her hand. She approaches the De Rosa, walks past. 
Down the street, the now dire-looking chapel and its grounds 

are clearly visible. She walks that way. 


EXT. HARGRAVE TOWN ENTRANCE 


Sheriff Keith and his men arrive outside the town, but 
opposite the side DJ is on. They slow to a trot when out 
steps Jacobi, directly in front of them. 


KEITH 
Howdy. Here on some business. You 
seen a—? 


JACOBI 
A blonde, buxom lady gunslinger of 
annoying disposition and defiant 
demeanor? Oh, indeed I have. 


KEITH 
Well, we’re her to take her. 


Jacobi pulls both flanks of his trenchcoat aside, but very 
gently and dexterously, like a ballerina. He exposes the 
pearled handles of two Walker .44’s, much like Djustine’s. 
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Tucked into his waist belt, however, is a much smaller Colt 
.41 Derringer. 


JACOBI 
I think not, Sheriff. We’ve made 
auxiliary plans for her. 


KEITH 
Mister, you got 13 men in front 
o’you. How do you figure— 


On this, Jacobi pulls both .44’s and fires six shots from 
each, almost simultaneously. All 12 of Keith’s men are dead 
before they can even think of skinning leather. It’s an 
amazing feat by any standard. Then, Jacobi points a .44 at 
the Sheriff, who is clearly dumfounded. He fires. CLICK. 


JACOBI 
Thirteen is your lucky number, 
Sheriff. 


Keith goes for his weapon, but Jacobi, like thunder, drops 
his .44 and pulls the .41 Colt backup from his belt. 


JACOBI (CONT'D) 
Goodbye, Sheriff. 


Keith waits for the shot. 


JACOBI (CONT'D) 
Well? 


KEITH 
Well, what?! 


JACOBI 
Are you going to leave, or would 
you prefer I shoot? 


KEITH 
Oh, I thought you meant— 


JACOBI 
Just go, please! 


Keith rides away. Jacobi picks-up his .44’s and starts 
reloading. He walks back into town. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. HARGRAVE CHAPEL -— NEAR SUNSET 


DJ walks and stands just outside the chapel. 
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She waits. The town is silent except for a breeze. 


The Woman eventually emerges. She’s noticeably battered, her 
talisman is gone, but she carries the falcata and its gleam 
is just as bright and shiny as before. 


DJ unleashes the bulldog. The Woman is blown around like a 
rag doll, back into the chapel. DJ shoots the support beams 
from around the front of the chapel. Her magazine runs out. 
She lowers the Bulldog, waits. Finally, the front of the 
chapel collapses, taking the front of the structure down with 
it...and, presumably, down on top of The Woman, who’s still 
somewhere inside. 


The back of the chapel is clearly exposed and still standing. 
The Woman is nowhere in sight. The steeple is the last to 
fall. It crashes hard. 


A couple beats, then DJ places the Bulldog on the ground, 
pulls revolvers, walks into the chapel wreckage, has a look. 
Nothing stirs. It’s just a pile of wood. 


SMASH! DJ is brutally kicked forward, from behind. She slams 
hard against the fallen timber. She drops a revolver. She 
can’t breathe. 


She turns, and there’s The Woman, hideously wounded, her 
sword sheathed behind her. The Woman immediately kicks the 
other revolver violently from DJ’s hand. It goes flying. 


THE WOMAN 
Knocked your wind out. Terrifying, 
isn’t it? I know what it’s like to 
want to breathe. The feeling of 
dying. Do you like it? 
(DJ cannot breathe) 
My regards to your half-sister. 


The Woman methodically pulls her sword from behind her. In a 
desperate burst, DJ rolls forward, toward The Woman. The 
Woman’s blade comes down. 


The battle begins: DJ, with nothing but wood for defense, and 
the sword-swinging Woman. The battle moves quickly from the 
fallen chapel and into the small graveyard out back with its 
dug-up graves and wildly displaced headstones and crosses. 


In the final rounds, DJ manages to smash The Woman hard in 
the face with a back-handed fist blow. The Woman cries out, 
DJ grabs her sword hand, breaks The Woman’s arm so badly over 
her knee that it compound fractures. The Woman falls to her 
own knees in agony. 
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And then, The Woman looks up in time to see her own blade 
swinging toward her as DJ beheads her. The Woman’s body 
crumbles and falls. DJ plants the sword in the ground before 
The Woman’s body, angrily walks away into the chapel to 
collect her revolvers. She finds them quickly, holsters them. 


DJ walks toward the main street of Hargrave, past the 
Bulldog. She stops, considers taking it, but then just leaves 
it sit, a satisfied peaceful look on her face. She walks back 
toward De Rosa, turns a corner onto the main drag...a long, 
empty couple blocks of abandoned buildings. 


Jacobi steps out from an alleyway ahead of her. He stops, 
very gently pulls his trench back showing his mighty .44’s. 


DJ sees him, stops, eases her hands at ready for the draw. A 
classic standoff image. A tumbleweed wanders through the b.g. 
Otherwise, there’s no movement, no sound at all. 


Several beats, neither of them so much as blinks. And then, 
Jacobi goes for it. DJ pulls, fires. It’s so fast, Jacobi 
doesn’t even have a chance to draw. 

But, she’s apparently missed. Jacobi smiles, but then the 
smiles fades. He drops to his knees, shot through the heart. 
Dead. DJ continues on about her business, turns to where she 
left her horse. He’s not to be seen. 


DJUSTINE 
Dammit, where is he? Horse! 


He finally shows...with chicken feathers all over his mouth. 
DJUSTINE (CONT’D) 
Where did you find chickens in a 
place like this?! Nevermind. 
She brushes the feathers off, pats him, pauses for a moment. 
DJUSTINE (CONT’D) 
You’re all I got left, Horse. But I 
guess that’s somethin’. 


She pats him again, mounts-up. 


TIME CUT: 


EXT. MCKESSON’S ESTATE — DAWN 


DJ arrives. All around her, men clean up the mess of battle. 
DJ dismounts, her horse is tended by a stable hand. 
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INT. THE GENERAL’S LIBRARY 


The General is here, in morning garb and with coffee. The 
library shows fire damage from the fight. A knock O.S. 


THE GENERAL 
Come. 


DJ enters. She walks up to his desk, has a seat. 


DJUSTINE 
Spent the night with Mirabella. 


THE GENERAL 
You’ve done an amazing thing, 
Djustine. But at great cost. I aim 
to make it up to you somehow. We 
all do. 


DJUSTINE 
I’m wanted for assassination. 


THE GENERAL 
I’1ll see to it. That Sheriff shall 
never again haunt you, my word. 


DJUSTINE 
Man of influence. Oughta run for 
office. 


THE GENERAL 
I despise politics. 


DJUSTINE 
Came to see The Navajo before I 
leave these parts. Came to make 
sure you give the items promised. 


THE GENERAL 
I will. Meanwhile, they remain 
where they’ve been all along, a 
place where undead or other dark 
minions would least suspect. 


DJUSTINE 
Good. Guess we’re done, then. 


DJ stands. She offers her hand to the General. He stands, 
shakes it. 


THE GENERAL 
Will you ever forgive me, Djustine? 
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She expresses nothing, walks away. The General seems sad. 


CUT TO: 


INT. GUEST QUARTERS 
The Navajo, in bed. DJ hovers over him. He’s still 
unconscious but he does look younger, has some black in his 
white hair. She kisses him on the forehead. 
DJUSTINE 
Cantankerous devil. Get yourself 
better. Thank you so much. 
She turns and walks out. 
THE NAVAJO 


(asleep) 
Don’t mention it. 


TIME CUT: 


EXT. ESTATE 

DJ walks out. Guitar Cowboy is here, gently strumming. He 
looks at DJ, flashes that gap-toothed grin. DJ stops, her 
face shows surprise when she realizes. 


DJUSTINE 
Reckon they’d never look there. 


GUITAR COWBOY 
DJ, you must seek the truth about 
your father. Why you are who you 
are. It’s important. 


He starts strumming again. It has a mesmerizing effect on DJ. 
She finger-tips her hat at him. He does the same. She leaves. 


TIME CUT: 


EXT. MCKESSON GROUNDS 
DJ speeds away from the General’s estate. We follow a bit. 


FADE OUT: 


SUBTITLE: TWO MONTHS LATER 
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EXT. GHOST TOWN - LATE AFTERNOON - ESTABLISHING 


Ghost town. Small place. Only sound is that one very specific 
70’s-era wind sound effect. You know, the eerie, high-pitched 
cue they used in that “Night Gallery” TV show? 


INT. TWO STORY ABANDONED HOTEL 


In a second-floor room with no furniture or anything else, DJ 
in a hot bath. She seems asleep. Her outfit is neatly folded 
next to the four-leg tub, no weapon visible. 


CUT TO: 


EXT. GHOST TOWN 


POV of something approaching DJ’s hotel from outside. POV 
scales the abandoned hotel building in an unearthly way, and 
we see the rotten, dead hands and arms of a zombie. 


Finally the POV approaches the window of DJ’s room. Reverse 
shows the zombie in the window, with gold fangs for teeth and 
so rotten he’s almost skeletal. 


INT. HOTEL ROOM 


Zombie POV: Climbing through the window and approaching DJ's 
tub. Closer. Closer. Sound of DJ’s horse chortling OS, almost 
an “Ahem!” Zombie POV turns to see DJ’s zombie horse watching 
from the other side of the room. Zombie POV turns back to 
DJ's tub. 


DJ's now standing out of the water, dripping wet, nude, very 
casually holding a side-by-side shotgun in such a way which 
cleverly conceals her chest. She unloads a single barrel into 
the zombie’s POV. Zombie gone. 

She lowers back into the water, goes back to sleep. In a few 
beats, all’s quiet. Camera drifts slowly to the right. We see 
some items on the floor, DJ’s personal belongings and such. 


Finally we see the scroll box she and The Navajo took from 
Stormare. It’s open and a couple of the scrolls unfurled. 


Camera holds here. 


FADE OUT. 


FINITO. 


